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Luckies  are  less  acid  ! 

Recent  chemical  tests  show  that  other 
popular  brands  have  an  excess  of 
acidity  over  Lucky  Strike  of  from 
53%  to  100% 
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You  enlarge  your  feet  by  dancing. 
Swimming  gives  you  big  shoulders. 
Some  people  love  to  ride. 
Don't  think.        -  — Analyst. 


He:  Am  I  the  only  man  you  have 
ever  kissed.' 

She:  Oh,  was  that  a  kiss.' 

— Widow. 


REASONS  FOR  HANGING 
YOUR  PIN 

1.  Because  you  like  the  girl. 

2.  Because  you'd  like  to  know  her 
better. 

3.  So  you  can  have  a  date  any  night. 

4.  So  she  can't  double-cross  you. 

5.  So  people  won't  talk. 

REASONS  FOR  NOT  HANGING 
YOUR  PIN 

1.  Because  you  like  the  girl. 

2.  Because  you'd  like  to  know  her 
better. 

3.  So  you  can  have  a  date  any  night. 

4.  So  she  can't  double-cross  you. 

5.  So  people  won't  talk. 

— Octopus. 


On  mules  we  find  two  legs  behind 

And  two  we  find  before. 
We  stand  behind  before  we  find 

What  the  two  behind  are  for. 

—Log. 


Immaculate  Conception  Guild  of 
Church  of  St.  Mary  Holds  Fathers' 
Night — Portland  Oregonian. 

And  the  sermon  for  the  evening  was 
probably  entitled  "Credit  Where  Credit 
Is  Due."  — Pelican. 


Prof. — "Now,  James,  what  do  you 
derive  from  my  last  statement.'" 

James — "I  can't  tell  you,  sir." 

Prof. — "And   why  not.'" 

James — "Well,  you  see,  sir,  I  haven't 
a  deriver's  license." 


March  is  the  time  of  the  year  that 
the  wind,  in  blowing,  reveals  what  the 
mild  winter  and  I1.98  worth  of  rayon 
has  been  hiding  all  season. 


If  any  of  my  Methodist  friends  are 
listening  .  .  I  didn't  do  this.  I  mean 
I  really  didn't.  It's  just  some  old  Chi 
Omega  in  Sigma  Nu  clothing  that  is 
the  culprit. 


A   mother's    love    is   greater    than   a 
wife's.  His  mother  believes  him. 

— Drexere. 


Agent:  "Sir,  I  have  something  here 
which  will  make  you  popular,  make 
you  life  happier,  and  bring  you  a  host 
of  new  friends.'" 

Student:  "How  much  is  it  a  quart?" 
— Tennessee  Turnip. 


"Eyes  right!"  thundered  the  Negro 
lieutenant. 

"You's  wrong,"  came  from  the  depth 
of  the  black  troops.  — The  Log. 


SIX  AGES  OF  WOMEN 

Safety  pins 
Whip  pins 
Hair  pins 
Fraternity   pins 
Clothes   pins 
Rolling  pins 

— Readers  Digest 

♦ 

It  was  during  a  play — one  of  those 
heartwrenching  melos.  Came  the  last 
act.  Pathos  reigned  supreme.  The  hero 
was  wearily  trudging  his  way  home. 
Lead,  not  ants,  was  in  his  pants.  He 
was  disconsolate,  discouraged,  orphan- 
ed, yea,  even  disgraced.  He  had  just 
been  discharged.  Ruin  faced  him.  How 
could  he  face  his  wife,  his  little  ones? 
Starvation.  Cold.  Misery.  God!  what 
was  he  to  do? 

Ha!  He  had  it.  The  river!  Mad- 
eyed  .  .  .  desperate  ...  he  stared  down 
into  the  murky,  swelling  waters.  That 
would  be  the  way  out.  He  climbed  the 
parapet  and  was  about  to  jump.  The 
audience  was  spellbound.  The  seconds 
dragged  on.  He  raised  his  arms  to 
plunge.  Then,  then  .  .  .  like  a  bolting 
bullet  came  a  voice  from  the  gallery: 
"No!  No!  No,  mate,  don't  do  that. 
Go  on  relief!"         — Reserve  Red  Cat. 


We  admire  the  woman  who  wants 
to  hold  on  to  her  youth — but  not  while 
he's    driving.  — Puppet. 
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When  the  horse  runs  home  and  the  ground  is  hard, 
When  you  wish  you  were  safe  in  your  own  back  yard. 

When  your  face  is  red  as  a  riding  coat, 

When  things  get  tough  and  they  get  your  goat. 

Then  it's  time  to  test  the  flavor  true 

That  helps  you  forget  you  are  black  and  blue  .  .  . 

Don't  faint,  don't  swear  and  don't  count  ten. 
Just  rip  off  the  wrapper  and  yield  to  that  yen  .  .  . 


WITH 


Beech-Kut 

THE  QUALITY G\5M 


FRATERNITY 


ALL 


\i 


FIRST  SPRING  FORMAL 
ISHAM  JONES 


.  with 


$3.00 

PER 

COUPLE 


In  the  spring  a  young  man's — Oh!  well! — you  know  what  we're  trying  to  say 
— just  that  the  Fraternity  Ball  is  going  to  be  your  first  big  chance  to  attend  the 
Spring  Formal  of  the  year.  Dolf  your  tuxes — don  your  flannels  and  dance 
under  a  full  moon  with  Isham  Jones  and  his  orchestra — and  don't  be  late  to 
those  Sorority  dinners  before  the  party- 

Hotel  Knickerbocker  —  Friday,  May  8th,  1936 

From  9  Til  2  400  Bids  Only 
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ONLmA  GIRAFFE 
COUlb'^STAND  it/ 


ANYONE  witK  a  shorter  neck  would  be 
.  bowled  over  by  tbat  never-cleaned 
pipe  and  gorilla  tobacco.  Now,  we  believe 
that  a  pipe  is  the  world's  swellest  smoke 
it  properly  tended  and  packed  with  a  clean- 
burning,  pleasant-smelling  tobacco  like  Sir 
Walter  Raleigh.  Sir  Walter — to  use  a 
much  abused  phrase — is  definitely  milder. 
It's  a  well-aged  Kentucky  Burley  mixture 
that  burns  cool  and  slow  while  giving  off 
a  winning  hagrance.  Try  a  tin.  Giraffes, 
pygmies,  red-blooded  men  and  slim  blondes 
will  seek  your  company  and  applaud  the 
aroma,  i^i — wrapped  in  heavy  gold  toil. 


FREE  booklet  tells  how  to  make 
your  old  pipe  taste  better,  sweet- 
er; how  to  break  in  a  new  pipe. 
Write  for  copy  today.  Brown 
Williamson  Tobacco  Corporation. 
Louisville,  Kentucky.  Dept.  W-64 


1st  Chimney — "I  don't  feel  well." 
2nd  Chimney — "What's  the  matter?" 
1st  Chimney — -"I've  got  the  flu." 


ist  Copper:  "What  do  you  think 
they  are  doing  over  there  in  that  car?" 

2nd  Copper:  "I  think  he's  trying 
to  get  her  to  join  the  NRA,  I  heard 
him  say,  'Let's  get  organized." 

— Ram  mei-Jam  mer. 


An  Irishman  who  was  sleeping  all 
the  night  with  a  Negro  had  his  face 
blackened  by  a  practical  joker.  Start- 
ing off  in  a  hurry  in  the  morning,  he 
caught  sight  of  himself  in  a  mirror. 
Puzzled,  he  stopped  and  gazed,  and 
finally  exclaimed:  "Begorra,  they've 
woke  the  wrong  man!  "  — Pup. 


BENSON 

I  shot  a  poem  into  air 
It   was    reprinted   everywhere 
From  Bangor  to  the  Rocky  Range 
And  always  credited   to  Exchange. 

— Exchange. 


HYGIENE 

A  friend  of  ours  is  a  medical  stud- 
ent— It  seems  that  one  evening  he,  his 
parents,  one  of  his  professors,  the  girl 
friend,  and  her  parents  were  all  sitting 
around  the  fire  discussing  religion  and 
politics.  Came  a  lapse  in  the  conver- 
sation—  a  lapse  terminated  by  Jan's 
question,  "Art,  where's  the  perineum?" 

Art  was  telling  me  of  it  later.  I 
asked  him  how  he  answered  her. 
"Oh,"  he  replied,  "I  merely  slapped 
her  on  the  gluteus  maximus  and  said, 
'That's  the  nearest  I  can  come  to  it'." 
— Voo  Doo. 


Undertaker:  Come,  come,  where  is 
the  sixth  pallbearer? 

The  Minister:  Pardon,  sir,  he's  pro- 
posing  to   the   widow. 


RACKETS 
RESTKfJIVG 
3  —  Hour  Service  —  3 
BE 
SURE 
TO 


TENNIS  RACKETS 

ROYAL  COURT    .„ $3.95 

Strung  Tight 

TOP-FLITE $6.85 

Frame   Only 

DAVIS  CUP  $6.85 

Frcme  Only 


GOLF  BALLS 

WILSON  HOL-HI $8.00  Doz. 

WILSON  GOLF    KING S4.50  Doz. 

WILSON  ONE-PUTT S7.50  Doz. 

OTHERS  25c:  TO  75c  EACH 

NORTHWESTERN 
Student    CO"OP   ^^^ " 

ORRINGTON  HOTEL  BLDG. 
Gre.  2600 
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ADOS 

AW  ODD  PIPE  TO 

HIS  COLLECT  I OM 


T 


I  PICKED 

UP  THAT 
ANTIQUE 

PIPE  IN 
ITALV  FOR  VOU 
IT'S  THE  FIRST 
PIPE  MADE  OF 
STEEL  I  EVER 
SAW 


MANV  THANKS^  RALPH, 
I  HAVE  A  FEW  MORE 
METAL  PIPES  IM 
MY  C0LLECTI0^4 


TH\S    METAL   PIPE    COMES   FROM 
BURMA.       THE  ASIATICS     USE 
SO    MUCH    METAL  WORK^IT'S 
NOT    SORPRlSlMG   TO  FIND 
PIPES  MADE  OF  VARIOUS 
ORES 


TAk:E    THIS    CHINE 

water-pipe^  for 
example  _  a 
lovely  thing  of 
Silver  imlaid 
with  enamel. 


_ANiD    HERES   A   RATHER 
TRICKY    JAPANESE    PIPE, 

ALSO   OF    SILVER,  BUT 
TRIMMIED    Vv^lTH    IVORY    ( 

AND   JADE  _  J 


I'll  BET  THAT 
COPPER  PIPE 
FROM  SUMATRA 

VyOULD  GIVE 
A  MlGHTV  WOT 

SMOKE     j- 


OPlNlOSiS    DIFFER 
ABOUT  PIPES,  BUT  IT'S 
Smokin'  prince 
ALBERT  REGULARLY 
THAT  MAKES  A  PIPE 
ONE  OF  life's 
GREAT  JOYS 
AND  COMFOfJTS.' 


THE   BEST  ''BREAK"  A   PIPE  CAN    GET 


Pipe  smokers  who  make  pals  out  of 
their  pipes  agree  that  Prince  Albert 
is  the  tobacco  for  brcakin'  'em  in — 
and  for  forever  after,  too.  P.  A.  is 
tobacco  at  its  friendliest  —  cakes 
nicely  in  the  bowl — smokes  sweet 
and  cool  and  satisfying.    P.  A.   is 


"crimp  cut"  for  slow  burning — does 
not  bite  the  tongue.  The  big  red  tin 
holds  50  pipefuls.  You  needn't  risk 
a  cent  trying  this  princely  smoke. 
Just  take  advantage  of  our  no-risk 
offer.  And  P.  A.  is  swell  "makin's" 
for  roU-your-own  cigarettes. 


SMOKERS 


OUR   OFFER  TO   PIPE 

"You  must  be  pleased" 
Smoke  20  fragrant  pipefuls  of  Prince  Albert,  If  you  don't  find  it 
the  mellowest,  tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at  any  time  with- 
in a  month  from  this  date,  and  we  will  refund  full  purchase  price, 
t         plus  postage.  (Signed)  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co.,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


Prince  Albert 


THE    NATIONAL. 
JOY  SMOKE! 


piF^IIM,p;C:U|T| 
iong\bu rning! PIPE  Ian D 

lll^'lG^REir&lliT^OB/^Gr'o'il 


50 


pipefuls  of 


fragrant  tobacco  in  every 
2-oz.  tin  of  Prince  Albert 
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'ROUND 
THE  LOOP 


THE  PALMER  HOUSE  ...  The  Empire  Room  .  ,  , 
Ted  Weems'  glorious  music  .  .  .  The  "Spring-Ume 
Review"  .  .  .  Dine  .  .  .  $2.50  .  .  .  Sup  .  .  .  $2.00 
.  .  .  Saturday  .  .  .  $2.50 

THE  DRAKE  .  .  .  Dancing  in  the 
Gold  Coast  Room  .  .  .  Jack 
Hylton  and  his  Continental  Revue 
.  .  .  $2.00  minimum  .  .  .  Satur- 
day ..  .  $2.50 


THE  COLLEGE  INN  .  .  .  Hotel  Sherman  .  .  . 
Ade  Lyman  .  .  .  Featuring  a  new  ice  skating  show 
.   .   .   Minimums   .   .   .   $2.00   and    $2.50 


THE   TERRACE   ROOM  ...  In 

the  Morrison  Hotel  .  .  .  Ted  Lewis 
and  Company  .  .  .  Dinner  .  .  . 
$2.50  .  .  .  Supper  .  .  .  $2.00  .  .  . 
Sat.  .  .  .  $2.50 


With  Johnnie 
Fuller 


THE  STEVENS  .  .  .  Harry  Sosnik's  orchestra 
in  the  Continental  Room  .  .  .  Presenting  a  novel 
floor  show  ...  $1.50  minimum  .  .  .  Saturday  .  .  . 
$2.00 

THE  BISMARCK  .  .  .  The  Walnut 
Room  .  .  .  Phil  Levant's  orchestra 
with  George  Nelidoff  and  Com- 
pany .  .  .  $1.50  minimum,  Satur- 
day 

KITTY  DAVIS  .  .  .  Collegian  Rendezvous  .  .  . 
Where  pennants  vie  in  importance  with  high  spirits 


SHOWSPOTS 


FISK  HALL  .  .  .  April   14,    15,    16  .  .  .  "Soft  Hat" 
.  .  .  new  campus  movie  .  .  .  with  select  short  subjects. 


HARRIS  .  .  .  "Personal  Appearance"  .  .  .  with  Gladys 
George  ...  A  novel  satire  of  Hollywood  life. 


FINAL      PAUSE 


THE  HUT  . . .  Opposite  Wil- 
lard  Hall 


STUDENT  GRILL  .  .  .  East 
of  Fisk  ...  on  the  lake 

THE  SAN  PEDRO  ...  No 
Man's  Land 


COOLEY'S   CUPBOARD 

.  .  .  Popular  meeting  places 
.  .  .  Main  .  .  .  Chicago  .  .  . 
Orrington 


THE  HUDDLE  .  .  .  Student 
Rendezvous  .  .  .  Orrington 
Avenue 


COMPLETE  PARTY  SERVICE  .  .  .  "Will  co-operate  with  any 
budget"  .  .  .  Associated  orchestra  and  complete  party  service 
.  .  .  Dave  Cunningham  .  .  .  Wab.  8611    ...  209  S.  State  St. 

YOUNKER'S  RESTAURANT  ...  5!  East  Chicago  Avenue  .  .  . 
501   Davis  Street,  Evanston  .  .  .   1510  Hyde  Park  Blvd.,  Chicago 
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WE   QUIT!!! 


When  the  Board  of  PubHcations  intrusted  to  the  trembhng  hands  of  your 
editoriaUzing  editor  and  his  presently  tacit  feminine  partner — and  we  don't 
mean  partners  in  any  permanent  sense;  that's  the  other  George — the  1935-36 
destiny  of  the  PubHcation,  the  issues  stretched  forth  endless  before  the  eye. 
The  speed  with  which  we  have  thumbed  through  these  eight  magazines  has 
been  as  startling  to  us  as  well  as  to  you.  But  all  good  things  must  come  to  an 
end  and  like  two  faithful  and  well  done  servants  WE  QUIT.  }h.H 

Witness  the  solemn  departure  of  a  most  amazing  staff:  in  couples  they 
file  down  the  stairsteps  of  time:  Eleanor  Dodgson  and  Al  Ackerman,  the  former  TpHiJtOT'Q 
a  sprightly,  dependable  assistant  editoress — the  latter,  the  grump,  bustling  joke 
and  exchange  editor;  Fred  Neimann  and  Aunt  Polly,  the  first,  a  photograph- 
snapping  prodigy  with  whom  in  depth  of  mind  and  remarkable  memory  /\,Cll6UX 
only  Aunt  Polly  with  her  column  of  dirt  is  fit  to  consort;  Jack  Robertson,  ar- 
tistic soul  and  dependable  cover-getter,  leads  a  bevy  of  inspired  artists  such 
as  "Speed"  Wheeler,  Beta  BigWig  and  Julian  Gross  of  the  crooked  limb  and 
caricature.  Most  consistent  literaries,  Tom  Carmody,  Bennie  Jewell  and  Mary 
McSherry,  bring  in  the'  rear  barely  able  to  keep  ahead  of  the  host  of  bar- 
barians who  infest  the  business  staff  of  the  Publication  and  are  best  disting- 
uished by  their  grasping  attitudes  and  their  plaintive  wails  of  "Watch  engrav- 
ing costs"  and  "Where  is  that  advertising  copy?"  Most  remarkable  of  these — 
George  Hannah  Whitford. 

Other  barbarians  who  deserve  a  word  might  be  described  as  follows: 
Advertising  Manager  George  Carroll  who  like  his  namesake  and  Grecian 
Brother  is  slow,  slower  and  slower;  Assistant  Advertisers  Stephen  "Round  the 
World"  Cameron,  Beta  Beer-Buster  and  Johnnie  "Round  the  Loop"  Fuller.  For 

the  many  and  divers  others  we  urge  you  to  consult  your  masthead  and  then 

your  dictionary. 

We  introduce  you  to  this  last  issue— the  final  bite  of  the  pie— with  no  de- 
lusions of  grandeur.  It  is  an  old  theme  worked  over  in  cm  old  style,  put  out 
on  the  same  old  paper  by  the  same'  old  bunch  of  weak-willed  stalemates.  We 
have  attempted  to  be  humorous,  facetious,  cynical  and  dithyrambic  and 
wherein  we  have  failed  we  hope  that  you  will  be  charitable. 

And  now  I— no  longer  the  editorial  we— would  speak  a  word  in  com- 
mendation of  the  fair  young  lady  who  has  occupied  this  year  the  Editorial 
Seat  with  me.  A  capable  Editoress,  an  unabashed  humorist,  and  a  new  defi- 
nition of  cooperation.  A  cynic  on  being  told  that  Woman  was  the  last  Animal 
made  by  God,  wisely  observed  that  she  shows  both  his  fatigue  and  his  ex- 
perience. These  words  of  wisdom  cannot  ,be  improved  on — the  better  part 
of  Womankind  is  no  longer  dangling  curls,  trailing  skirts,  corsets,  modesty 
and  petticoats.  They  are  capable,  tailored  creatures,  and  above  all,  they 
speak  for  themselves.  Miss  Smith  is  the  far-flung  outpost  of  this  school  and  is 
in  all  respects  to  be  commended. 

w|    m^y^  '  ■^  short  time  ago  a  pernicious  rumor  came  to  your  editor's  ears  which, 

^  .^^V  hardly  deserving'  of  intelligent  consideration,  is  nevertheless  vociferously  pro- 

-N  1  claimed.  In  the  name  of  the  Freedom  of  the  Speech,  the  Rumorists  asked  and 

were  given  a  page  in  this  final  Parrot  in  which  to  propound  their  contention. 
Their  invidious  text  is  "You  didn't  quit,  you  were  fired."  After  your  reading, 
gentle  patron,  you  will  see  that  their  painful  rantings  only  add  to  the  brilliance 
of  our  orderly  departure  and  that  there  is  yet  wisdom  in  giving  men  sufficient 
rope  with  which  to  hang  themselves. 
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YOU'RE 


FIRED!!! 


Page  Editor's  Note:  Feeling  that  a  gross  miscarriage  of 
justice  with  the  consequent  disgrace  of  the  Board  of  Publi- 
cations  and  all  intelligent  Northwestern  Students  will  re- 
sult if  the  common  impression  remains  that  the  present 
editors  of  the  Parrot  are  now  retiring  after  a  successful  com- 
pletion of  their  term,  we  wish  to  formally  declare  that  the 
editors  did  not  quit.  THEY  WERE  FIRED.  We  offer 
below  the  raw  testimony  of  the  opinions  of  ten  campus  lead- 
ers, students  and  faculty,  who  are  unanimous  in  agreeing 
that  the  Parrot  has  been  a  public  menace  and  that  its  Public 
Enemies  Number  i-A  and  i-B  must  have  been  fired  for  their 
insipid  wor\. 


Randolph  Hearst  and  anyone  who  is  like  Hearst  is  an  out- 
and-out  Rooshian." 

The  Phi  Delts  all  spoke  at  once  when  they  were  ques- 
tioned and  we  couldn't  catch  a  word  they  said.  Too  bad, 
too,  because  they  looked  like  our  type. 

Dr.  Massacre,  Dean  of  the  Journalism  School,  was  most 
outspoken,  "I  have  censored  them  all  along.  The  best  indi- 
cation of  the  merit  of  any  Parrot  Editor's  work  is  the 
amount  of  dirt  I  have  to  take  out  of  it  and  I  haven't  removed 
any  this  year." 


Evans  Ward,  PLD,  member  of  the  Board  of  Publications  ^^"1  Xmas-Hymn,  Phi  Gamma,  was   outraged  at  the 

declares:  "O!  The  Parrot  deserves  the  Bird.    The  Editors      ^"^  mention  of  the  Parrot's  Editors.  Although  he  could 
should  be  Anglicized,  Ostracized,  and  Capcized!"  '^°^  ^P'^a^  because  of  his  choler,  he  motioned  his  disapproval 

of  the  Parrot  and  all  that  it  stood  for. 

Hie  Vansen,  Sigma  Chi,  was  patronizing  but  firm  and 
mentioned  a  possible  resort  to  mob  violence.  "A  healthy 
lynching  might  do  this  school  some  good.  Think  of  the 
pubUcity." 

The  Night  Watchman  of  the  Sorority  Quads  aired  the 
collective  grievance  of  the  sorors  who  enjoyed  the  jokes  too 
much  to  any  clean  purpose.  "It  ain't  good  for  the  girls" 
was  his  wise  and  concluding  comment. 

Bob  Doughman,  YMCA,  accused  the  Parrot  of  being 
the  last  vestige  of  Frontier  life  and  wisely  said,  "Daniel 
Boone  and  Buffalo  Bill  are  dead."  Ringwell,  ex  DU  and  pal 
of  the  afore  mentioned  Doughman,  went  into  a  diatribe 
against  the  crudeness  that  has  characterized  the  Parrot  and 
ended  his  sentiments  with  "just  one  large  aggregation  of 
simple  stooges." 

Page  Editor's  Note:  The  Evidence  is  conclusive — truth 
will  out.  The  fate  of  these  two  now  shamed  in  defeat  should 
stand  as  a  monument  inspiring  all  those  humorists  who  are 
to  come  to  ma\e  more  famous  Northwestern  Humor. 


Homer  Night,  President  of  the  Student  Governing 
Board,  has  this  to  say,  "Such  Dirt!  The  lackadaisical  Editors 
are  their  own  castigation.  Why  they  didn't  even  mention  me 
or  any  of  my  friends  and  I  always  make  the  Stooge." 

Edwin  Harshbarger  Fish,  High-Up  in  the  Beta  House 
(He  rooms  on  the  Fourth  Floor)  spoke  thus  indignandy, 
"War!  It  means  War!  Think  of  our  wives  and  children  and 
these  people  are  trying  to  be  funny  at  such  a  time.  Would 
that  I  were  back  with  my  people  in  Harlem!" 

Page  Editor's  Note:  By  this,  of  course,  Hon.  Fish  means 
to  indicate  that  the  Editors  were  obviously  fired. 

Bill  Heinz  pulled  himself  away  long  enough  to  state: 
"Yes,  I  shared  the  same  office  with  them  and  they  weren't 
so  hot.  They  should  have  been  fired  long  ago,  then  they 
would  have  got  hot  and  done  some  good  work." 

Frank  Style,  head  of  the  SEA  —  away  ahead  of  it  — 
charged  the  editors  with  spreading  Communism.  Said  he: 
"They  were  for  Freedom  of  the  Press  just  like  William 
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A    Travel   Idyl 


Adapted  jrom  the  original  by  Geoffery  Chaucer 

Whan  that  Aprille  with  his  Mid-Term  tests 

The  boredom  of  Maudie  had  perced  to  the  hart 

And  bathed  every  stude  in  swich  licour 

Of  which  the  Hoi  Poli  speak  as  sweat 

Then  did  Maudie  with  her  gang 

Long  Hke  a  goon  to  go  on  a  pilgrimage 

To  a  distant  Riverside  where 

O'erlooking  from  a  view,  the  beautous  stream 

(Otherwise  known  as  the  sewage  canal) 

Where  ran  there  roller-coasters  and  ferris  wheels 

And  perhaps  to  dally  between  whiles 

At  some  wayside  booth  where 

Served  they  Kingsbury — the  gods'  nectar — 

And  there  the  holy  blissful  plotch 

For  to  seke  (As  Maudie  had  been  planning  for  a  week) 

Bifel  that  on  that  day  in  afternoon 

Was  come  together  at  the  place  that  Maudie  set 

Wei  nyne  and  twenty  in  a  companie 

Of  sondry  stooges  who  wished  with  haste 

To  ride,  to  gamble,  and  to  streak 

Along  the  rickety  tracks  to  snap  their  necks 

And  crack  their  ribs  along  the  sides 

And  more  or  less  to  forget  the  morning's  trials. 

Great  cheer  did  Maudie  make 

(For  she  had  taken  already  a  Nip) 

And  a  seemly  wench  was  she  withalle 

Bold  of  her  speech  and  wys   (and  built  like  a  coca-cola 

botdc) 
Then  spoke  she  thus  unto  the  companie: 
"Now  kiddos,  trewly,  we  goon  to  Kingsbury 
And  as  we  have  neither  steed  nor  car 
Let  us  each  walk  for  it  is  not  far. 


But  this  is  the  point,  to  speken  short  and  pleyn 
(And  Maudie  spat  her  wad  upon  the  green) 
That  each  of  you,  to  shorten  your  way. 
Shall  tell  a  tale"  and  further  did  she  say, 
"And  Jeez,  guys,  don't  tell  no  dirty  jokes." 
But  there  was  a  merry  glint  in  her  eye  withalle. 
But,  natheles,  whyle  I  have  the  time  and  space 
To  tell  you  all  the  condicioun 
Of  each  of  these  gents  and  babes 
And  what  they  were  and  how  arrayed 
And  at  a  Knight  then  will  I  first  beginne. 


A  knight  ther  was  and  that  a  worthy  man 

That  from  the  time  he  first  began 

Had  loved  to  play  the  fool. 

At  Niles  Center  had  he  been 

When  he  did  stand  at  the  Theater's  end 

And  cry  unto  the  crowd  within 

"Fire!  Fire!"  and  as  they  rushed  forth  a-stew 

He  did  trip  them  ech  and  all  with  a  billiard  cue. 

At  Waukegan  had  he  roused  the  parson 

From  sleep  to  marry,  as  he  told  O'er  phone 

"Me  to  a  comely  maiden"  and  then  fore  the  father 

Did  present  himself  escorting  a  beautous  spotted  Guernesy 

cow. 
And  'fore  Willard  Hall  did  stand  he  once 
Upon  a  Midnite  and  did  call  "TOOTS!" 
And  when  500  beauties 
Did  stick  forth  their  mugs 
He  did  rouse  the  neighborhood 
With  his  cheers  from  Bronx. 
He  was  a  parfit  gentil  knight. 


With  him  there  was  his  stooge,  Esquire 
And  in  name  he  was  a  lusty  bacheler. 
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So  hot  he  loved  that  by  nighterdale 

He  slept  namore  than  dooth  a  nightingale. 


There  was  also  a  Nonne,  a  pretty  Miss, 

That  of  her  smyling  gave  the  old  "Come  On" 

And  when  she  had  dronken  her  draughte 

She  could  outswear  Satan. 

Her  mouth  ful  small  and  soft  and  red 

Had  seen  much  usage  withal  among  the  boys. 

But  sikerly  she  had  a  fair  spread 

It  was  almost  a  span  broad,  I  trowe. 

For  she  was  not  undergrowne 

And  on  her  breast  she  wore  two  Grecian  pins. 

With  us  there  was  a  Doctor  of  Physik 

A  pre-Med  who  answered  to  the  moniker,  McGuillicudy. 

And  he  did  know  the  name  of  every  concession 

Whether  it  was  slow  or  fast,  or  crooked  or  straight 

And  he  "is  knowing  every  lassie 

(As  he  himself  says) 

What  iss  in  school  and  what  I  am 

Not  knowing,  iss  to  me  'Hy,  Strenger'." 

His  friendship  nas  nat  newe  to  beginne 

Wei  Knewe  he  the  olde  men — wise  and  foolish 

Thus  both  Walter  Dill  and  Dean  Jimmie 

Many  times  had  Mack  in  their  office 

Sat  him  down.  Sat  him  down — n — n. 

And  shot  his  mouth  o-o-o'er  their  feeble  pate 

And  never,  never,  got  the  gate! 

Fare  thee  well — (Excuse,  but  Mack's  a  darn  jolly  fellow) 

And  he  was  withalle,  a  real  old  Potato. 

A  good  Wife  was  ther  of  byside  Bathe 

But  she  was  som-del  deef — an  ideal  chaperon. 

In  all  the  Parisshe  Wyf  ne  was  ther  noon 

Who  went  before  her  on  a  bust. 

Bold  was  her  face  and  fair  and  reed  of  hewe. 

Gat  toothed  was  she,  soothly  for  to  say, 

Upon  an  Ass  easily  she  sat 

Because  the  wench  had  bunions. 

A  Clerk  ther  was  of  Northwestern  also 
(A  graduate  dope  who  did  love  his 


English  Lit  and  also  Merry-go-Rounds). 

That  unto  Shakespear  and  Ben  Jonson 

Was  long  gone  (When  under  the  Prof's  eyes) 

But  who  did  read  the  Argosy, 

Snappy  Stories  and  the  Purple  Parrot 

When  school  was  not  keepin'. 

As  lean  was  his  beak  as  a  rake 

Coming  into  this  shape  from  his  prying  into  Thackery 

But  merrie  were  his  eyes  and 

'Tis  said  that  came  they  thus 

From  his  reading  of  Dead  Eye  Dick  and  Sullen  Susie 

And  how  they  did  murder  their  pappy  at  birth. 

Yet  had  he  but  litel  gold  in  cofre 

But  all  that  he  might  of  his  friends  hente 

He  did  squander  on  the  horses 

Green  and  pink,  as  they  did  turn 

To  the  air  of  "Daisy,  Daisy." 

And  oft  when  Clarence — for  thus  was  he  yclept — 

Had  partaken  any  nourishment 

For  his  tipet  he  did  join  in  the 

"Tricycle  built  for  two." 

And  Maudie  did  welcome  him 

Fir  he  did  recite  on  occasion 

Her  favorite  poem — Boccacios's  Decameron. 

Now  that  I  have  told  you  shortly  in  a  clause  • 

Why  this  company  was  assembled 

But  now  is  time  for  to  telle  yow 

How   we   got   there   without   running   intto   a   street   car, 

forsoothe. 
Forth  we  rode  a  little  more  than 
Past  the  watering  spot — Howard  Street. 
But,  soothe,  the  knight  began  his  tale 
And  us  did  charm  as  well  he  spoke  of 
"A  traveling  salesman  came  to  a 
Farmhouse " 

Ed's  Note: 

Well  it  is  that  we  are  Censored  here. 

The  joke's  too  dark, 

The  companie,  too  high,  to  tell  or  hear. 

Perhaps  this  is  a  clue  to  explain 

Why  Chaucer  himslf  was  unable  to  finish  the  original 

Canterbury  Tales. 
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RETORT 

Every  intelligent  reader  must  con- 
template with  disgust  the  unrestrained 
and  juvenile  outburst  contained  in  the 
March  issue  of  the  American  Mercury 
styled  "Three  Years  of  Dr.  Roosevelt" 
and  edited  by  Mr.  H.  L.  Mencken. 
It  deserves  no  answer  because  it  pro- 
vokes no  thought.  Unfortunately,  how- 
ever, we  have  emotions  and  they  beg 
for  release  against  this  squatter  journ- 
alist who  lacks  both  rhyme,  reason,  and 
a  sense  of  decency.  Here  is  another  Al 
Smith  bleating  painfully  in  far  less  pre- 
tentious garb  than  a  Brown  Derby.  We 
style  ourselves  another  Joe  Robinson — 
who  incidentally  is  neither  so  poor  nor 
so  old — to  apply  the  slight  pressure  that 
is  necessary  to  squelch  this  bumptious 
would-be  author  who  has  stuck  out  so 
vociferously  his  very  dirty  neck.  The 
following  is  an  imaginary  speech  deliv- 
ered before  the  American  people  and 
addressed  to  Mr.  Mencken. 


My  friends,  fellow  Americans  and 
Mr.  Mencken:  I  take  my  text  for  this 
evening's  address  from  the  Nineteenth 
Chapter  of  St.  Luke's  gospel  wherein 
we  find:  "And  if  any  man  ask  you  why 
this  Ass  is  loose,  thus  ye  shall  say  unto 
them:  The  Lord  hath  need  of  him."  I 
have  thanked  the  Lord  for  this  scrip- 
ture— it  is  the  divine  assurance  that 
is  so  necessary  before  Man  will  believe 
that  even  such  as  you  were  ordered. 
All  1  desire  to  add  here,  Mr.  Mencken, 
is  that  the  Lord  must  have  some  dirty 
work  to  do  if  he  has  use  for  you. 

But  I  need  not  further  elaborate  my 
opinion — I  wish  only  to  refute  Blas- 
phemy, to  correct  wrong,  to  call  your 
bluff  on  the  subject  of  Dr.  Roosevelt, 
and  to  deliver  to  your  face  divers  facts 
about  yourself  of  which  you  are  ap- 
parendy  blissfully  unaware.  My  inten- 
tion is  not  in  the  least  to  extoU  the 
President;  I  wish  merely  to  point  out 
a  few  facts  concerning  your  attitude 
toward  him.  Let  me  say  that  if  you 


No  Soft  Answer  for  Wrathful  Mr. 
Mencken 


wish  your  descriptions  of  him  to  have 
any  effect  on  sane  people  you  had  best 
define  what  you  mean  by  such  sense- 
less jargon  as  "a  hypocritical  quack, 
spouting  blather."  And  further,  you 
had  best  furnish  some  dispassionate 
facts  in  its  proof.  I  should  advise  you 
to  carry  some  life-preserving  elements 
that  will  prevent  your  smothering 
under  your  own  words  when  you  in- 
dulge in  such  figures  as  "the  supreme 
court  had  to  swim  ashore  through  rol- 
lers of  greasy  alphabet  soup."  I  would 
remind  you  further  that  since  you  have 
taken  your  stand  with  the  proverbial 
elephant  and  his  agnostic  crew  of  train- 
ers, your  measured  tones  describing  the 
supreme  court  must  carry  more  digni- 
fied anaphoras  than  that  of  the  nine 
venerable  justices  in  flowing  garments 
floundering  in  grease,  their  false  teeth 
lost  in  the  depths  of  Lard,  their  sparse- 
ly-covered bald  pates  shining  with  the 
animal  fat  and  their  constitutional 
jowls  sagging  with  the  weight  of  clus- 
tered slime  that  clings  like  barnacles. 
Is  that  the  way  you  picture  the  Su- 
preme Court,  Mr.  Mencken.? 


Your  descriptions  of  Gen- 
eral Hugh  Johnson,  Mr. 
Mencken,  are  most  edifying, 
but  I  wonder  if  you  remem- 
ber writing  them — they  re- 
semble the  disjuncted  babble 
that  flows  forth  from  the 
drunkard's  mouth.  I  am 
tempted  —  yes,  I  will  read 
some  of  them  to  you — Do 
you  recall  that  you  wrote 
that  General  Johnson  "hus- 
tled, bumped,  and  kicked 
thfe  great  masses  of  plain 
people  from  the  slough  of 
despond  to  the  topmost  roof 
of  the  New  Jerusalem  with 
a  technique  so  stupendous 
that  the  historian  can 
only  contemplate  it  in  a  sort 
of  boozy   silence"   and   fur- 


ther that  he  "made  threats  against  the 
backward  -  lookers  involving  cracking 
down  on  them  with  icepicks,  kicking 
them  violently  in  the  seat  of  the  pants, 
pursuing  them  relendessly  to  their  sin- 
ister dens  and  there  pull  out  their  legs, 
bash  in  their  skulls,  and  throw  their 
carcasses  to  the  dogs?"  After  reading 
this,  Mr.  Mencken,  one  begins  to  ap- 
preciate what  you  mean  by  the  "boozy 
silence"  you  mention  above.  This  out- 
line of  technique  so  far  exceeds  the 
General's  that  one  is  prompted  to  won- 
der if  you,  too,  Mr.  Mencken,  have  not 
been  doing  some  thinking  along  these 
lines  and  have  some  convictions.  Is  that 
the  way  you  would  treat  the  "rabble," 
sir?  Or  do  you  remember  what  hon- 
est sentiment  this  foray  of  rhetoric 
hides?  When  you  spoke  of  the  Gen- 
eral's calling  forth  "the  rhetoricians  of 
Rotary  from  cold  storage  to  wade  in" 
and  "the  clergy  to  begin  caterwauling 
again  as  though  the  Kaiser  were  loose 
and  ripe  to  be  hanged  again,"  we  were 
urged  to  say  AMEN!  and  catalogue 
you  in  the  former  division. 

{^Continued  on  page  32) 
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II 


WE  CHOOSE  TO  RUN 

A   Political   Paradox 


"Mr.  Chairman,  I  give  you  no  ordi- 
nary politican — no  low  and  contriving 
scoundrel — no  cheap  backstreet  pamph 
leteer — no  aneasthesized  boondoogler — 
no  broken  down  and  barely  animate 
old  bottle-buster  —  no  palipatating  re- 
former with  the  face  and  feet  of  George 
Washington  concealing  the  heart  of  a 
Hider,  the  belly  of  a  Mussolini  and  tht 
loins  of  a  Mahatma  Ghandi. 

"No,  Mr.  Chairman  and  Gentlemen, 
I  propose  no  creature  such  as  these 
blood-sucking  partisans  would  nomi- 
nate. I  give  you,  sirs,  a  man  whose  sheer 
breadth  of  soul  defies  description  and 
makes  mean  and  low  the  most  lofty  of 
the  phrases  of  men.  The  inadequacy  of 
words  make  it  impossible  for  me  to  say 
more  about  this  Isiah,  this  John  Hus, 
this  Julius  Ceasar,  this  Pope  Pius  and 
John  Wesley,  this  Patrick  Henry  and 
Abraham  Lincoln  welded  into  one 
great  crusading  son  of  Almighty  God. 

"Mr.  Chairman,  friends,  I  can  have 
reference  to  but  one  man.  I  give  you 
the  name  of  the  unblushing  son  of 
Georgia  as  our  nominee  for  the  Presi- 
dency of  the  United  States — the  Honor- 
able "Our  Gene"  Talmadge!" 

And  thus  did  the  moment  of  high- 
est excitement  come  to  the  Southwes- 
tern University  Mock  Political  conven- 
tion. The  Chairman,  worn  by  hours 
and  days  of  wrangling  over  convention 
delegates,  ambitious  keynoters,  platform 
planks  that  were  warped  and  unruly 
and  at  length,  with  expansive  nom- 
inators and  their  more  expansive  and 
stooge-like  supporters,  took  one  long 
and  nostalgic  look  at  the  delegates  now 
swarming  into  the  aisles  in  vociferous 
support  of  their  favorite  son  and  slowly 
dropped  his  arms  in  a  gesture  of  in- 
finite despair.  The  nominator,  Hon. 
Augustus  Fitch,  in  the  fresh  bloom  of 
success  observed  benignly  the  rally  that 
was  planned  to  outlast  all  other  rallies 
"if  it  took  all  night,"  and  waved  his 
flopping  black  Fedora,  the  chosen  sym- 


bol of  his  chosen  champion,  urging  on 
his  agitators  to  even  more  Hell-Raising. 

It  had  been  a  great  convention  and 
out  of  its  bosom  had  already  come  the 
greatest  platform  proposed  by  a  politi- 
cal party  since  the  "Niggah  -  lovin' " 
Abe  had  "tramped  out  the  vintage"  in 
the  Wigwam  of  i860  Chicago.  It  was 
supposed  to  "fool  all  the  people"  and 
its  five  scholarly  planks  have  already 
become  classic: 

"We,  the  convention  do  hereby 
pledge  five-fold  action  in  the  following 
particulars: 

( 1 )  The  establishment  of  a 
Bureau  to  balance  the  Budget.  All 
taxes,  old  or  new,  are  frowned  on 
and  it  is  recommended  to  the  Bu- 
reau that  all  government  employees 
be  asked  to  serve  without  pay,  since 
as  Mr.  Hearst  has  wisely  said,  We  all 
love  America.  However,  nobody 
must  starve. 

(2)  The  establishment  of  a 
Union  of  Countries  to  promote 
World  Peace.  The  United  States 
shall  be  prohibited  from  entering 
such  a  Union,  but  something  should 
be    done   about   this    War   situation. 

(3)  The  Enactment  of  a  Young 
People's  Pension  since  the  human 
animal  is  very  helpless  in  his  early 
years.  Anyone  over  thirty  years  of 
age  should  be  able  to  take  care  of 
himself. 

(4)  Congress  shall  be  urged  to 
take  Fishing  Trips  heretofore  only 
participated  in  by  the  Executive.  It 
is  recommended  that  such  trips  be 
scheduled  during  the  session  since  all 
work  and  no  play  makes  John  a 
dull   boy. 

(5)  The  Supreme  Court  should 
be  provided  with  hearing  aids,  new 
and  more  powerful  reading  glasses 
and  a  carton  of  Turns,  all  in  the  in- 
terest of  less  dyspeptic  decisions." 
The  names  which  had  been  pre- 
sented  to   the   convention   as   presiden- 


tial possibilities  before  that  of  "Our 
Gene"  were  Senator  Borah,  who  was 
characterized  by  his  nominator  as  "a 
young  man  who  went  West  and  has 
come  back  with  the  enthusiasm  of  a 
Cowboy,  the  integrity  of  a  gold-miner 
and  the  mellow  wisdom  of  the  Hills"; 
Hon.  F.  D.  Roosevelt  who  was  hailed 
as  "the  healing  physician,  the  con- 
queror of  boondogglers,  and  the  re- 
turned Messiah";  Herbert  Hoover,  "a 
new  definition  of  Wit,  the  Crossroads 
signpost  and  the  vindicated  Oracle"; 
Alf  Landon  who  was  not  nominated 
by  speech  at  all,  but  was  brought  into 
the  Hall  in  person  by  a  troop  of  Kan- 
sas Militia  led  by  William  Randolph 
Hearst.  Alf  was  clad  in  dirty  pajamas 
indicating  both  "his  homeliness  and  his 
economy." 

Faced  with  the  trying  job  of  choos- 
ing one  from  among  these  giants,  the 
convention  bodily  quelled  "Our 
Gene's"  supporters  after  two  hours  of 
unearthly  commotion  and  a  shirt  tail 
parade  that  lasted  for  an  hour. 

(Continued  on  page  26) 
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The  Parrot  Chooses 


RUDE  HOLLY 

As  Winner  of  the  1936  Kentucky  Derby 


RUDE  HOLLY  .  .  .  A  recent  pose  of  this  fiery  steed  of  the  Blue  Grass 


Born  a  true  son  of  Old  Kentucky, 
sired  by  the  far-famed  winner  of  the 
Crab  Apple  Classic,  The  Initial  Handi- 
cap, The  Sirloin  Stakes,  and  the  Ar- 
kansas Derby,  the  Justly  Exalted  BOOR 
and  dammed  by  that  sprightly  Mare 
who  keep  Boor's  home  fires  burning, 
RED  BERRY. 


As  a  colt,  this  magnificent  horse  de- 
monstrated qualities  which  were  quick 
to  catch  the  eye  of  that  undying  con- 
nisseur  of  Horseflesh,  Col.  Thornton 
Ashley  Bascom  Rafiferty. 

The  Colonel's  initial  verdict  has  been 
amply  justified  and  Rude  Holly  comes 
to  the  Post  at  Derby  time,  proud  bear- 
er of  the  colors  of  the  famous  Rebel 
Acres  Stable,  BLACK  AND  BLUE. 


The  Parrot  advises  no  moderation 
in  the  support  of  this  gallant  horse.  If 
you  are  a  betting  man,  be  the  whole 
hawg — put  your  money  on  Rude  Holly 
to  win.  If  he  cannot  win,  there  is  no 
halfway  with  this  temperamental  ani- 
mal— he  will  lose. 


APRIL 


19  3  6 
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THE   KENTUCKY   DARBY,   SUH  !  !  ! 


By  HABBAKUK  FAIRFAX  RANDOLPH 


"Lawd,  suh,  de  Massa  can't  write 
nufin',  'bout  de  Darby — he  ain't  never 
se'ed  it.  Yassah,  he  been  dere  eavh 
time,  but,  Lawd,  suh,  with  dem  glazed 
eyes  of  his'n  he  couldn't  even  spy 
to  de  end  of  his  nose.  And,  suh,  do 
Old  Massa's  eyes  git  bleary  'bout  Darby 
time!  No  t'aint  de  qualty,  suh — it's 
de  quanty.  He  jist  keeps  uh-inbibin" 
and  uh-'inbibin'  til  he  so  well  fixed, 
suh,  dat  dere  ain't  no  excuse  fob  him 
to  keep  his  eyes  open  'tall. 

De  fust  thing  he  al'ys  axes  me  when 
he  comes  to  de  nex  week  is,  "Hab, 
what  won  de  Darby.''"  Cose,  suh, 
Fse  al'ys  pow'ful  occupied  myself,  suh, 
at  Darby  time,  assawting  de  kinnery 
and  keeping  all  de  Quality  satisfied, 
but  I  al'ys  manages  to  see  de  Darby, 
suh,  so  I  guess  mos'  anything  you 
wants  to  know  I  can  'form  you  on. 
De  Massa  ain't  de  only  one,  suh,  what 
fixes  he'sef,  suh — all  de  adults  and 
adulteresses  gets  heah  in  advance  and 
fixes  dey'sefs  fob  a  week  er  so.  Dey 
all  gathers  demselves  together  and  jist 
carries  on — de  gentmans,  dey  done  git 
off  and  go  to  argin'  and  a-bettin'  and 


sometimes  dey's  a  cuttin'  er  a  scrape  of 
some  sawt  an'  de  Massa  ef  He  ain't 
in  it  is  a  tryin'  to  straighten  hit  out. 
And  den,  suh,  on  de  las'  night 
befo',  de  Guv'ner  done  give  a  ball 
and  all  de  quality  dey  go  and  fix 
de'sefs  fu'ther.  But  Lawd,  de  nex' 
day — 

On  Darby  Day,  suh,  dey's  a  goin' 
ev'y  blessed  minute,  once  dey  gits  up 
— but,  den,  suh,  when  de  Darby,  hit- 
-sef,  am  heah,  den  de  bedlam  do  ariz. 
Dc  hawses  is  all  dere  a-prancin'  and 
de  quality's  a  watchin'  from  dey  seats 
while  de  ban's  a  playin.' 

Den — de  hawses  done  prance  out 
an'  Spango!  dey's  off!  Only  c'ose  if 
dey  gits  rattled  it  er  ain't  Spango — it's 
uh  haf  dozen  Git  Readys,  go's  and 
stop's  til'  yo  haht  done  neahly  stop  and 
de  quality  in  all  dey  rig,  jes'  holler — 
but  den  when  dey  do  staht,  dey's  gone 
a  runnin'  til  hit  makes  yo'  feel  like  yo'U 
die — in  de  backstretch,  de  turn,  and 
den  de  stretch,  Lawd!  Suh,  den  dey 
ain't  no  niggahs  dere,  nor  no  quality — 
jes'  hawses! 

An'  when  dey  hit  dat  final  line — OH 
Lawdy! — de  Quality  do  rave.  An'  dey 
lead  up  de  winner  and  dey  don  speak 
uh  piece  and  hits  all  ovah  'ceptin  for 
de  Quality — dey  goes  back  with  de 
kinnery  and  dey  fixes  demsefs  some 
mo'  and  de  gentmans  keep  a-argin.' 

What  do  dey  Wear?  Well,  Lawd, 
suh,  some  do  dyke  deysefs  out  like  de 
Lawd's  Apostles  and  some  dresses  up 
like  Circus  men — some  comes  in  clothes 
dat  'ud  shame  uh  Beal  street  niggah. 
But,  dose,  suh, — dey  don't  know  nufin' 
'bout  de  Darby  —  hit's  jes'  a  circus 
p'rade  fuh  dem. 

Hit's  us  niggahs  dat  know  de 
hawses.  Lawd,  we'uns  ought  to — I  uz 


kicked  by  Man  uh  Wah  and  bit  by 
ole  Gallant  Fox  when  dey  wuz  colts 
and  I  'uz  roun'  dem.  Yuh  see,  suh,  I 
usta'  work  for  Massa's  Uncle  Thornton 
over  near  Pa'is  in  de  real  Blue  Grass, 
suh,  and  ole  Kuhnl  Thornton  usta  raise 
de  bes'  hawses  in  all  Kaintuck'.  Dat 
uz  when  I  uz  a  mite  mo'  spry  dan  I  is 
now  —  we  niggahs  —  cuUud  fokes,  yo' 
calls  us — usta  ten'  dem  hawses  better'n 
ye  did  ouah  own  chillun' — a  curryin' 
dem  an'  uh  x'rcisin  and  tendin'  dey 
ails  like  dey  wuz  g'wine  die  ef  dey 
coughed  twice. 

Dem  wuz  de  days,  suh,  'til  de  ole 
Kuhn'l  died — Lawd  us  niggahs  loved 
him  and  since  den  de  Darby  ain't  been 
so  much,  with  all  de  up-Nawth  buckra 
a-runnin'  dem  fancy  hawses  with  no 
breedin'. 

But  de  ole  Blue  Grass  am  still  dar, 
suh,  and  she's  g'wine  show  dem  all 
how  dis  yeah.  Dey's  a  hawse  runnin', 
suh,  dat'll  whup  down  to  er  nubbin' 
all  de  hawses  dey  kin  bring  down. 
Dat's  Rude  Holly,  suh,  and  ef'n  he 
don't  fill  dem  udder  hawses  with  dust, 
I'se  g'wine  be  white  as  de  Lawd's 
angels  tomorrow.  Why,  suh,  I  se'ed 
him  run  down  at  Kuhn'l  Garnett's  las' 
week  and  he  jes'  buhn  up  de  earth. 

Dey's  some  up  dem  tawk  'bout  dis 
hawse  LENGTH,  but  he  ain't  one, 
two,  t'ree  with  Ole  Holly.  Dat  ole  boy 
uh'U  leave  "em  all  behin,  suh. 

I  don't  tole  mah  wife  Jezebel,  las' 
week  —  'Woman,  yo'  done  bettah  do 
some  extra-washin'  befo'  Darby  becuz 
I  got  use  fo'  all  yo'  funds!  I'se  g'wine 
go  dis  heah  yeah,  suh,  and  I'se  g'wine 
bet  befo'  de  Lawd  dat  ole  Holly  is 
gwine  pas  by  dat  Finish  line  befo'  de 
other  hawses  evah  leave  it  to  git 
stahted! 

Is  yo'  g'wine  be  heah,  suh.''" 
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PURPLE      PARROT 


THE  PURPLE 
SPOTLIGHT 

GUY    LOMBARDO     COMES 
TO  THE  EMPIRE  ROOM 


Greetings— The  old  Night  Rider  is 
bringing  his  last  message  with  a  tear 
in  his  eye  and  a  smile  full  of  teeth. 
My  old  nag  is  getting  tired  of  it  all, 
friends,  and  it  looks  like  we'll  retire 
and  go  on  relief.  So  make  good  of 
the  opportunity  because  this  will  defi- 
nitely be  the  last  chance  the  campus 
will   have   to  grin  without  bearing   it. 

Spring  is  in  the  air,  and  the  Palmer 
House  is  proud  to  announce  the  en- 
gagement of  Guy  Lombardo  and  his 
Royal  Canadians— starting  May  30th 
He  is  coming  direcdy  from  the  Wal- 
dorf-Astoria and  will  be  in  Chicago  for 
the  rest  of  the  summer.  So  be  good 
and  save  your  allowance,  because  the 
old  Night  Rider  knows  it  will  be  a 
worthy  way  of  spending  the  old  man's 
money. 

Everyone,  even  the  north  campus 
in  its  usual  fog,  appreciates  the  melody 
and  simplicity  of  Lombardo's  music, 
his  famous  sax  section,  and  accented 
rhythm.  So  I  will  say  a  word  about 
the  new  show  instead  of  filling  this 
useleses  space  with  inadequate  des- 
criptions. 

"The  Maytime  Review"  will  be  pre- 
sented twice  nightly  in  a  flash  of  bril- 
liant color,  once  after  dinner,  and  again 
at  midnight.  Georges  and  Jalna,  ball- 
room dancers  featured  recently  at  the 
Chicago  theatre,  will  appear  in  some 
of  their  well  known  arrangements. 
While  the  rest  of  the  cast  will  include 
Serge  Flash,  the  famed  juggler,  and 
Ted  Adair,  a  dancer.  The  show  will 
be  supported  as  usual  by  the  Abbott 
dancers,  the  smoothest  chorus  in  Chi- 
cago, presenting  several  of  their  origi- 
nal   interpretations. 


Tme  cuisine  remains  at  its  usual 
height  of  perfection — revealing  food 
and  service  as  it  is  dreamed  of.  The 
roast  haiTi  is  a  specialty  that  always 
finds  my  favor.  And  after  al!,  what 
more  could  a  person  ask  for.? 

Well,  its  getting  late,  and  I'd  bettei 
"lay  me  down  to  sleep"  because  my 
nine  o'clock  won't  stand  cutting  just 
yet — 'so  long. 

— Johnnie  Fuller 


The  party  was  going  well.  He  sat 
on  a  lounge  with  a  pretty  blonde 
stranger.  Someone  put  out  the  lights, 
so  he  drew  her  to  him  and  kissed  her 
fervently.  When  the  lights  went  on 
again  she  sat  up,  patted  her  hair  into 
place,  and  murmured: 

"Are  you  a  college  man.?" 

"Why,  yes,"  he  replies.  "How  did 
you  guess.''" 

"Oh,  I  don't  know,"  she  answered 
modestly.  "I  just  had  a  sort  of  feel- 
ing." — Voo  Don. 


"The  Farm  Journal."  October,  1935: 

Page  40:   Woman's  style  page. 

Page  41:  Advertisement  advertising 
a  powder  to  rub  into  chickens  feathers 
to  keep  them  healthy. 

Headline:  "I  refuse  to  'lay'  until  I 
get  a  new  dress!" 

A  coincidence.' 


MAGNANIMOUS  SOAK 

Conductor — Did  you  get  home  all 
right  last  night.? 

Passenger — Of  course,  I  did.  You're 
not  insinuating  that  I  was  drunk,  are 
you.?  Why,  I  was  cold  sober.  Didn't 
you  see  me  very  politely  get  up  and 
give    my    seat    to    that    old    lady.? 

Conductor — Yeah,  that's  what  made 
me  wonder.  You  were  the  only  two 
people  on  the  train.       — Punch  Bowl. 

Girls  when  they  went  out  to  swim 
Once  dressed  like  Mother  Hubbard, 
Now  they  have  a  diflferent  whim 
And  dress  more  like  her  cupboard. 

— Analyst. 
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Charting 

Elmer^s  Course 


REVIEW  OF 
REVIEWS 


(A  review  of  reviews  is  generally 
hash,  but  even  garbage  properly  spiced 
is  a  delectable  consumers'  good.  With 
additional  material  supplied  bv  one 
Elmer  who  inadvertently  allowed  his 
notebook^  to  slip  into  your  correspond- 
ent's hands,  we  have  here  attempted  to 
rewor\  the  sterile  ground  already 
plowed  and  sewn  by  the  Daily.  If  this 
treatise  should  prove  distasteful,  gentle 
reader,  please  consider  it  in  the  light  oj 
its  great  constructive  purpose  and  allow 
it  to  exist  as  a  Means  to  the  Millen- 
ium.) 

Economics  A — A  lot  of  tripe  about 
Capitols,  poor  men  and  rent;  informa- 
tion about  Adam,  Ricardo  Cortez  and 
John  Stewart's  mills;  taught  by  dull 
lectures,  duller  quiz  sections,  and 
problems  about  Baked  Beans.  A  very 
elementary  course — Elmer's  Notebook. 
No  would  be  wit  or  facetious  reviewer 
could  possibly  overlook  this  offering. 
Reason:  personalities  galore,  from  the 
bald  and  boring  Doc  Hohman  to  the 
fat  and  flighty  Mrs.  Simons  they 
stretch  in  monstrous  array.  Among 
them,  Jafle  take  first  prize  in  the  Ob- 
noxious competition,  Hahne  garners 
first  honors  in  the  Amused,  Amusing 
and  Enthusiastic  division  and  Um- 
breit  is  left  pawing  at  the  post,  the 
winner  of  the  plaque  for  inanity  and 
proletariat  tendencies.  This  course  will 
do  no  harm  to  the  completely  ignorant 
— they  have  nothing  to  lose.  If,  how- 
ever, you  possess  any  sense  at  all  you 
stand  in  danger  of  losing  that  while 
plodding  through  this  morass  of  wet 
and   sticky   theory. 

Geology  Ai  —  A  lot  of  studying 
about  rocks,  weather,  dinosaurs,  earth- 
quakes, tornadoes,  faults  and  other 
calamities.  You  get  sleepy  while  they 
talk  of  hills,  rivers,  volcanoes  and  stars; 
then  they  rock  you  to  sleep;  and  finally 
they  talk  themselves  to  death  about 
what  happened  to  Sallie  Dinosaur  and 


why  Johnnie  Mammoth  had  only  three 
ribs,  all  ten  billion  years  ago.  Aside 
from  giving  you  a  rest  period  everyday 
and  the  gradual  killing  off  of  the  spe- 
cies of  Geologius  Professorius,  this 
course  might  as  well  be  taught  to  the 
African  Jackals  for  the  good  it  does 
the  Northwestern  student.  —  Elmer's 
Notebook. 

Elmer  was  a  little  prejudiced  or 
dyspeptic  when  he  penned  the  above 
lines.  Geology  is  really  a  splendid 
course.  The  student  will  derive  im- 
mense benefit  from  learning  how 
earthquakes  travel  around  the  Earth's 
crust  (He  might  invent  an  earthquake 
dodging  method),  from  knowing 
where  rivers  pick  up  loam  and  set  it 
down  (He  might  get  a  job  with  the 
WPA)  or  from  learning  about  the 
glaciers  (Byrd  might  go  back  to  the 
south   pole). 

As  for  Historical  Geology,  it  is  all 
in  the  interest  of  Culture.  Think  of 
the  cultural  value  of  knowing  that 
Zebediah  Neanderthal  was  home  with 
his  Wifie  on  the  night  of  the  great 
landslide  in  130062  B.  C.!  Think  of 
the  advantage  it  would  give  one  to 
know  that  Mamie  Paleolithic  combed 
her  hair  with  the  jawbone  of  a  Dino- 
saurass!  Quality  of  Instructors  is  un- 
disturbing  and  all  the  better  looking 
and  lighter-headed  "babes"  flock  in. 
It  is  unhesitatingly  recommended  for 
lonesome  and  bashful  males  of  the 
frosh  variety,  for  sleepy  stooges  and 
for  the  young  lady  who  wishes  to  do 
the  proper  thing. 

Latin  B I— CICERO,  LIVID,  TER- 
RIBLE, and  HORRID.  Here  they 
feed  you  stuff  written  by  these  guys. 
Cicero  wrote  a  lot  of  stuff  about  old 
age  trying  to  fool  himself  into  think- 
ing he  wasn't  so  old.  Livid  wrote  a 
story  about  Romulus,  Remus  and  the 
Big  Bad  Wolf.  Terrible  wrote  Dram- 
mer    about    Nellie    of    Troy.      Horrid 


wrote  something  they  call  an  "old." 
I  guess  that  best  describes  it.  This 
here  is  administered  in  such  small  doses 
by  such  funny  guys  that  it  ain't  such 
a  bad  course. — Elmer's  Notebook. 

Pleasant,  amiable  and  Cigar-ridden 
Doc  Dorjahn  does  principal  "admin- 
istering" here  to  students  who  for  some 
peculiar  reason  didn't  get  enough  of 
this  foolish  stuff  in  high  school.  It  of- 
fers good  instruction  in  riding,  al- 
though all,  the  horses  are  mere  Ponies. 
The  brighter  pupils,  however,  know 
that  Rome  fell  1200  years  ago. 

Philosophy  Ai  —  What  I  learned 
here  is  hard  to  say — in  fact,  I  un- 
learned somethin' — I  thought  I  could 
tell  when  a  feller  was  tight,  but  now 
I  guess  I  can't.  This  here  course  is 
all  about  Plato  and  a  lot  of  them  old 
dead  fellers.  I  guess  if  I  was  dead  too, 
I  could  put  out  just  as  rotten  stuff. 
This  may  be  an  introduction  to  Phil- 
osophy, but  I  musta  gone  in  the  back 
door'  cause  all  I  run  into  was  a  lot 
of  garbage. — Elmer's  Notebook. 

This  is  an  applied  course  in  the 
Philosophy  of  Love,  distilled  liquors, 
and  the  great  realm  of  bachelordom. 
What  will  happen  now  that  all  this 
content  has  been  removed,  it  is  difficult 
to  predict.  Absence  makes  the  heart 
grow  fonder,  'tis  true,  but  what  if 
you  don't  have  a  heart?  It  is  rumored 
that  certain  such  hatchet-faced  brutes 
lurk  around  Deering's  buildings. 

Corporation  Finance — If  Economics 
didn't  kill  you  this  one  will.  They 
stocked  and  bonded  me,  promoted  and 
pooled  me,  bankrupted  me  and  when 
I  was  through  a  sourpussed  buzzard 
said  I  was  clean  through  and  was  worth 
D. — Elmer's   Notebook. 

Here  is  one  of  these  basic  course 
that  must  be  taken  but  hold  your 
nose  and  swallow  quickly.  The  action 
varies   inversely   as    Castor   Oil. 
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CHIPS 


By  STUART  MERRELL 


FAVORITE 


THE  FACULTY  SPEAKS 


Steve   Toth   says   his   favorite   course  "You   could   never   tell   if  you   liked 

is  coftee  C13  at  10  o'clock.  It's  a  five  bananas  if  you  had  never  tasted  them." 

hour  course  and   Steve  says  it's  never  _j^^_  ^^^^^jj^^  Educational  Psychology 
overcut. 


SCAB 

Since  the  official  haircut  price  rose  to 
60c,  George  Lymper  has  been  rushed  to 
death  with  appointments. 


THE  BEST  GAMBLERS  DON'T 
GAMBLE 

SIGN       seen    in    Milwaukee:    "No 
Trucking  Allowed." 

— Thanx  to  George  Peterson. 


VALUES 

Eino  "Let-Me-Demonstrate"  Hayskar 
says:  "Fifteen  minutes  of  Apple-pol- 
ishing is  worth  three  hours  of  study- 
mg. 


Prof.:  "Look  at  those  baggy  trousers 
— why,  Mr.  Kovatch,  your  outfit  actu- 
ally looks  like  it's  been  slept  in." 

Kovatch:  "Well  it  has.  You  see  I 
wore  it  to  your  lecture  yesterday  morn- 
ing." 

Note:  Mr.  Kovatch,  there  is  no  good 
substitute  for  wisdom,  but  the  best  yet 
discovered  is  silence. 


BEER,  Skirts,  and  Jazz  appeal  as 
much  to  the  College  boy  as  did  Wine, 
Women  and  Song  to  his  Dad. 


JUST  BASEBALL  NICKNAMES 

"Pussey"  Katz,  "Dimples"  Stromme, 
"Snake"  Bebas,  "Birdlegs" 

Larson,  "Ching  -  Chang"  Chown, 
"Chinaman"  Woy. 


I  SEE  that  Ted  Payseir,  golf  coach 
has  started  the  team  swinging  through 
their  paces.  More  Par  to  them! 


TRY  AND  THINK  OF  ONE 

WITHOUT  THE  OTHER 

Hall  Swisher 

Temptation 


Bonnie  Don 
Bobby  ButzlofT 


Looks 


NECKING  IN  DARK  CORNER 

"Darling,  why  do  you  always  turn 
around   and   start   laughing.?" 

"That  girl  necking  with  that  fel- 
low over  there  is  my  fiancee." 

"That's  nothing.  He's  my  hus- 
band." 


"Do  you  think  the  candidate  put 
enough  fire  in  his  speech.''" 

"Yeah,  the  trouble  was  that  he 
didn't  put  enough  of  his  speech  in  the 
fire."  — ln\  Sense. 


and  (yhesterftelds 
are  usually  there 


they're  mild  and  yet 


©  1936,  Liggett  &  Myers  Tobacco  CO- 
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PROFESSORS 


AND 


THEIR  LIFE 

IN  WORD  AND  PICTURE 


■'An"  Then  He  Puts  His  Arms  Around  Me — " 


Lest  We  Forget 


Gosh! — Maybe  She's  Not  Gonna  Come  After  All 


Repeated  by  Request 


We  Accept  Your  Thanks,  P.  K. 
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PRODIGIES 


PHOTOGRAPHS  BY 
FRED    S.    NIEMANN 


"Who    Started    This   Press    Photography   Class,   Anyway?' 


The  Photographer  Gets   "Shot" 


C       J 

"Ice  Cream! — I'll  Take  Beer!'' 


To  the  Rescue 


?       ?       ?       ?       5       ? 
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It  is  with  the  greatest  pleasure  that 
we  announce  in  this  final  effort  for 
our  male  boss  that  right  has  once  again 
prevailed,  the  invidious  subversive  ten- 
dencies of  the  modern  day  have  been 
beaten  in  fair  battle,  and  at  least  one 
glorious  tradition  has  been  revived  on 
the  crest  of  a  wild  wave  of  enthusiasm. 
Even  though  much  that  is  sacred  and 
sacrosanct  on  our  beautiful  campus 
and  hoary  with  venerable  Northwest- 
ern custom  and  tradition  has  been 
thrown  over  by  the  puerile  vagaries 
of  moderns,  the  ancient,  noble,  and 
most  particularly  merited  privilege  of 
carrying  canes  has  been  returned  to 
members  of  the  Senior  Class.  The  Sen- 
ior males  on  the  campus  will  all  join 
together  during  the  first  week  in  May, 
and  will  present  a  united  front  of  canes. 
This  week  will  popularly  be  known 
as  "Greek  Week."  The  Senior  class 
will  cooperate  with  the  Greeks,  and 
the  Greeks  will  cooperate  with  the  S. 
S.M.W.A.G.T.C.C.T.S.  We  don't 
know  when  this  bulletin  will  reach  the 
sight  of  the  eagerly  awaiting  campus, 
but  appropriate  publicity  and  an- 
nouncements will  be  arranged  for  in 
other  organs  of  propaganda,  and  a  big 
build-up  for  the  week  is  assured.  We're 
proud  of  the  battle  we've  fought  for 
this  tradition;  we're  proud  of  the  tra- 
dition. We're  proud  of  the  Senior  Men 
Who  Are  Going  To  Carry  Canes  This 
Spring.  We're  also  proud  of  the  canes. 
We're  sort  of  maudlin  over  the  whole 
business.  Ave  atque  vale,  O  Senior  men 
and  your  canes — ave  atque  vale! 


We  were  riding  along  with  a  fellow 
the  other  day,  and  something  he  said 
caused  us  to  wonder  a  bit  about  var- 
ious things.  We  were  driving  pretty 
far,  and  my  friend  was  driving  pretty 
fast.  In  the  course  of  our  journey  we 
pulled  into  a  filling  station,  checked 
the  gas  and  oil,  but  failed  to  look  at 
the  water.  About  thirty  miles  later  we 
suddenly  realized  the  sturdy  litde  en- 
gine up  there  ahead  of  us  was  slowly 
fusing.  We  pulled  slowly  off  the  road 
just  as  the  motor  stopped,  and  got  out 
to  contemplate  the  red-hot  engine.  My 
friend  tossed  the  hood  back  and  stood 
there  looking  at  the  steaming  piece 
of  inoffensive  metal,  spit  on  it  once 
or  twice  and  listened  to  the  sizzle,  then 
turned  to  us  disgustedly  and  said  in  an 
injured  tone:  "There's  a  damn  Ford 
engine  for  you.  They  run  cold  as  an 
iceberg  in  winter,  and  hotter  than  all 
Hades  in  summer." 


Nobody  seemed  to  be  particularly 
bothered  with  our  little  twister  last 
month.  The  answer,  for  everybody  but 
the  three  fellows  who  figured  it  out, 
was  I14.32  as  the  amount  of  the  check. 

This  month  we've  got  one  of  these 
long  things  that  require  lots  of  long 
logical  deducing.  You  can  work  on 
it  some  night  when  you  can't  sleep. 

There  are  five  men  playing  poker. 
Their  names  are  Turner,  Jones,  Brown, 
Riley  and  Perkins.  These  gentlemen 
smoked  (not  respectively)  Camels,  Luc- 
kies,  Old  Golds,  Chesterfields,  and 
Raleighs.  At  the  time  the  game  started 
each  was  possessed  of  some  of  his  favor- 
ite brand.  One  had  twenty  smokes,  an- 
other fifteen,  another  eight,  another  six, 
and  the  last  three.  Later  the  situation 
was  this: 


i)     Perkins  drew  three  cards. 

2)  One  of  the  men,  while  lighting 
the  fifth  cigarette,  lit  the  tipped  end, 
while  drawing  to  an  inside  straight. 

3)  No  one  had  smoked  all  his  cig- 
arettes. 

4)  The  man  smoking  Luckies 
smoked  two  more  than  anyone  else, 
including  Perkins. 

5)  The  man  with  Chesterfields 
originally,  had  had  as  many  again, 
plus  half  as  many  again,  plus  two  and 
a  half,  as  he  had  at  this  later  moment. 

6)  Riley  smoked  half  his  original 
supply,  or  one  less  than  Turner. 

7)  Brown  drew  as  many  Aces  as 
he  originally  had  cigarettes. 

8)  The  Camel  man  asked  Jones  to 
pass  Brown's  matches. 

Who  had  what  kind  and  how  many 
cigarettes  originally? 

The  American  people  are,  without  a 
doubt,  the  most  peculiar  individuals  in 
the  world.  And  the  things  they  write 
in  to  Voice  of  the  People  columns  have 
no  competition  any  place  outside  of  the 
Congressional  Record  when  it  comes  to 
really  being  funny.  We  got  started  on 
all  this  just  the  other  week  when  we 
happened  to  be  reading  an  issue  of  the 
Hartford  (Conn.)  Times,  published  at 
the  time  of  the  recent  flood  which  de- 
vastated the  region  in  and  around 
Hartford.  The  paper  was,  of  course, 
filled  with  all  sorts  of  stories  about  the 
flood,  pictures  on  every  page,  and  all 
that,  and  the  Letters  from  Our  Readers 
column  was  filled  with  the  expressions 
of  many  letter-writing  citizens  com- 
menting on  various  phases  of  the  flood 
situation.  But  right  in  the  middle  of  a 
dozen  or  more  letters  was  one  that  hit 
us  right  in  the  ribs.  While  angry  flood 
waters    swirled    all    about;    and    while 
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his  neighbors  were  presumably  battling 
the  unleashed  forces  of  nature,  one 
indignant  reader  had  sat  himself  down 
and  indited  a  long  letter  to  the  harassed 
editor  which  began  like  this:  "At  the 
present  time  the  theater  and  drama  in 
America  is  indeed  in  a  parlous  condi- 
tion, and  I  would  like  to  make  a  few 
pertinent  observations  .  .  .  etc." 

♦ 

There  is  one  thing  that  has  bothered 
us  very  much  for  these  past  few  issues. 
No,  it's  not  the  fact  that  they  have 
come  out  late.  What  bothers  us  is  that 


we  have  been  unable  to  root  out  any 
parrot  stories  recently.  Our  proud  boast 
made  at  the  start  of  the  year  has  not 
sufTered  the  test  of  time,  and  we  have 
failed.  Its  hard  to  admit  this,  but  facts 
are  facts,  and  we  must  face  them.  We 
just  haven't  found  any  more  parrot 
stories.  There  may  be  more,  but  we 
don't  know  where  they  are,  or  how  to 
look  for  them,  and  after  this  issue  even 
if  we  did  find  some  we  wouldn't  know 
what  to  do  with  them.  Besides  we  have 
other  things  to  do,  and  we  don't  par- 
ticularly care  for  parrot  jokes  at  that. 
So  for  another  straight  month  there 
will  be  no  parrot  joke  this  issue. 


Coed:  I'd  like  to  see  the  captain  of 
this    ship. 

Sailor:   He's  forward,  miss. 
Coed:  That's  all  right  with  me;  this 
is  a  pleasure  trip. 

—  Wampus. 


The  teacher  was  explaining  to  a 
class  of  small  children  the  meaning  of 
the  word  collision.  "A  collision,"  said 
she,  "is  when  two  things  come  to- 
gether unexpectedly.  Now  can  any- 
one give  me  an  example  of  a  collision.''" 
"Twins,"  said  the  class  idiot. 

—  Worthington  News. 


"But — Kay — I  only  wanted  to  be  a  God  father  to  you- 


According  to  scientists  the  Capybara 
which  sometimes  attains  a  length  of 
four  feet,  is  the  largest  of  all  rodents. 

Aside,  of  course,  from  campus  pol- 
iticians. — Columns. 


When  Little  Audrey's  mother  said 
she  was  going  to  have  her  face  lifted, 
little  Audrey  laffed  and  lafled,  cause 
she  knew  the  fellow,  her  mother  went 
to,  wasn't  a  panhandler. 


NEWS  CLIPPING 

"Mrs.  Alinda  French  of  St.  Louis, 
104  years  old,  attributes  her  long  life  to 
'hard  work  in  her  youth  and  a  dutiful 
son  in  her  old  age.'  She  gets  along  with- 
out spectacles,  is  'not  interested'  in 
pensions  for  the  aged,  and  not  at  all 
interested  in  politics.  'People  get  over 
that,'   says  she,   'after  they  reach   100.' 

Mrs.  French  sleeps  twelve  hours  a 
night.  That  explains  some  of  the  104 
years." 

About  half  of  them,  as  a  matter  of 
fact. 


CiONE 

1  bought  my  girl   some  garters 
From  Wool  worth's  five  and  ten; 
She  gave  them  to  her  mother — 
That's  the  last  I'll  see  of  them! 

— Show  Mc. 
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GLOOMY  SUNDAY 


A   Tale   of    Black    Despair 


It  was  Sunday — a  drear,  sad,  rainy 
afternoon.  Peter  Lamont  sat  in  his 
room  at  the  fraternity  houce,  forlorn 
and  alone,  talking  to  himself  and  con- 
templating his  bootlaces.  Occasionally 
he  cursed  dourly  and  spat  contempt- 
ously  at  the  vvastebasket.  Once  he  miss- 
ed the  basket  cold  and  spat  on  the 
floor.  He  dismissed  the  accident  with  a 
cynical  shrug.  What  did  it  matter .'' 
What  did  anything  matter  now.'' 

He  glanced  toward  his  dresser.  On  it 
was  a  picture  of  a  girl.  She  had  blonde 
hair  with  bows  in  it,  laughing  eyes,  a 
little  pug  nose,  and  very  red  lips  curved 
in  a  roguish,  shrewd  smile.  On  the  pic- 
ture were  inscribed  the  words,  "To 
Pete,  oodles  of  love,  Snookems."  Pete 
gave  a  sigh  of  deep  dispair. 

All  through  the  dreary  afternoon  he 
had  been  considering  plans  for  getting 
even  with  her  for  giving  back  his  pin. 
One  by  one  he  had  discarded  them.  He 
couldn't  join  the  foreign  legion;  it 
would  take  too  long  to  become  famous 
and  make  her  jealous;  it  would  weaken 
his  case  simply  to  call  her  up  and  tell 
her  to  go  to  hell.  She  had  said  that  they 
must  always  be  friends,  but  after  it  was 
all  over,  Pete  had  realized  that  he  had 
been  toyed  with.  He  had  crawled  into 
the  dog  house  and  had  occupied  it  ever 
since. 

Again  and  again  in  the  lowest  mom- 
ents of  his  black  despair  he  had  con- 
sidered the  last  recourse  to  which  man 
can  turn.  He  was  afraid  to  admit  it  to 
himself,  but  he  was  considering  it  never 
the  less.  He  was  considering  playing 
the  record  "Gloomy  Sunday,"  the  fa- 
mous Hungarian  suicide  song.  The 
awful  fact  that  it  was  downstairs  in 
the  living  room  and  that  he  had  a  vic- 
trola  right  in  his  own  room  intrigued 
him  beyond  human  resistance.  Pete  was 
a  very  intense  young  man. 

In  vain  he  fought  down  the  terrible 
thought.  The  horrible  fascination  of 
the  tune  drew  him  back  to  it  again 
and  again.  In  his  morbid  reflection  he 
thought  of  what  the  papers  would  say. 
The  first  American  "Gloomy  Sunday" 


suicide,  occurring  on  a  rainy  Sunday 
afternoon.  What  a  story!  Think  what 
the  tabloids  could  do  with  it.  Pete  spat 
at  the  basket  again. 

Like  a  man  in  a  dream,  he  finally 
rose  and  walked  slowly  down  to  the 
empty  living  room.  The  insidious  disk 
was  lying  by  the  radio.  He  shuddered 
as  he  reached  for  it.  He  picked  it  up 
as  gingerly  as  he  would  a  cobra.  He 
fled  back  to  his  room  with  the  awful 
thing  and  bolted   his  door. 

It  was  half  an  hour  before  he  could 
bring  himself  to  wind  up  the  victrola. 
Then  with  a  sudden  mad  impulse  he 
clapped  the  record  into  place  and  start- 
ed the  machine. 

With  the  first  mournful  notes  he  suifk 
back  into  his  chair,  weak  and  shaking. 
The  wailing  minor  key  was  profoundly 
depressing.  Pete  sunk  rapidly  to  the 
very  depths  of  human  desolation.  His 
eyes  burned  with  unaccustomed  fire. 
He  sat,  head  in  hands,  and  spat  di- 
recdy  on  the  floor  six  times  in  rapid 
succession.  As  soon  as  the  record  was 
finished,  he  wound  up  the  victrola 
again.  "Gloomy  Sunday"  had  him  in 
its  tentacles. 

"Sunday  is  gloomy.  My  hours  aye 
slumberless, 

Dearest  the  shadotvs  1  live  with  are 
numberless!' 

The  words  burned  into  his  mind. 
He  glanced  furtively  toward  the  dres- 
ser, but  this  time  he  was  not  looking 
at  the  picture.  He  was  looking  at  the 
second  drawer.  He  knew  what  was  in 
there  because  it  was  his  drawer.  There 
were  two  botdes  in  there,  a  big  one 
and  a  little  one.  Both  contained  poison. 

"Little  white  jlotvers  will  never 
awa\en  you. 

Not  tvhere  the  blac\  coach  of  sorrotv 
has  ta\en  you!' 

He  no  longer  heard  the  words.  He 
found  himself  on  his  feet,  advancing 
slowly  toward  the  dresser.  Somehow 
the  fateful  drawer  came  open  and  his 
hand  was  grq|3ing  for  that  little  botde. 
The  hand  came  back.  He  had  missed 


By  ED  VAN  DYNE 

the  iodine  and  was  clutching  the  quart 
of  white  horse. 

"Need  a  drink  anyway,"  he  muttered, 
gulping  rapidly. 

Just  then  the  record  stopped  again, 
and  Pete  put  down  the  bottle  and 
started  it  up  again.  He  rushed  back  to 
the  dresser.  As  he  was  reaching  for  the 
iodine  he  thought  of  his  roommate. 

"Better  cork  the  whiskey  and  put  it 
away  for  him." 

While  he  was  corking,  he  took  sev- 
eral more  pulls  to  brace  himself  for  the 
coming  ordeal.  He  looked  at  the  bottle 
and  found  it  was  nearly  half  gone.  He 
thought  proudly  of  how  much  he  had 
consumed  in  such  a  short  time.  This 
thought  distracted  his  attention  and  it 
took  two  more  renditions  of  "Gloomy 
Sunday"  to  get  him  back  into  the 
mood.  By  the  time  he  had  succeeded 
in  this,  he  had  automatically  taken 
several  more  slugs  from  the  large  bot- 
tle; such  is  the  power  of  habit. 

Suddenly  Pete  was  startled  by  a 
strange  sound.  For  a  moment  he  could 
not  place  it,  then  realized  that  he  was 
making  it  himself.  It  was  a  most  dis- 
cordant sound.  Pete  was  giggling. 

He  couldn't  laugh,  he  could  only 
giggle  in  an  inane,  childish  way.  He 
couldn't  stop.  His  nose  tickled  and 
that  made  him  giggle  even  more. 
He  turned  on  "Gloomy  Sunday"  again, 
but  the  gurgling  continued.  "Gloomy 
Sunday"  struck  him  as  being  the  fun- 
niest thing  he  had  ever  heard.  He 
howled  with  laughter  as  the  soloist 
moaned  the  lyrics  in  sticky,  sentimen- 
tal tones. 

Laughing  uproariously,  Pete  went 
into  action.  He  seized  the  iodine  and 
hurled  it  out  one  window.  He  tossed 
Snookems  into  the  wastebasket.  He 
threw  "Gloomy  Sunday"  out  the  other 
window.  Next  he  grabbed  the  white 
horse  and  ran  down  stairs.  As  he 
reached  the  open  air,  a  new  thought 
struck  him. 

"Hell  I'm  free,"  he  cried. 

Jumping  into  his  car,  he  set  off  for 
the  Club  Elgin. 
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Well — neezes  and  nefoos,  I'm  over- 
joyed to  see  all  of  your  anxious  little 
cherubic  faces  and  pointed  ears  today. 
I'll  commence  just  as  soon  as  this  hlush 
subsides. 

But  then  it's  spring  with  all  the  birds 
singing,  all  the  flowers  budding,  every- 
one spreading  fertilizer  and,  My  Dears, 
the  dirt  I  have  written  here  all  over  my 
petticoat  will  slay  you — Well? — Shall  I 
begin.? — 

To  start  with  Jeanne  Bertaux — Repu- 
tations will  come  and  go,  but  Tiny's 
will  live  on  forever.  Carl  DeVry  is  now 
counted  as  another  victim  of  Jeanne's 
bad  habit.  Mel  Haines  (brother  of 
Babe  "Theta"  Haines^  was  honored 
with  Jeanne's  company,  but  poor  Carl 
was  not  notiiied  until  the  last  minute. 
That's  all  right,  Carl,  42  of  us  at  the 
present  time  have  been  disappointed 
by  a  change  of  Tiny's  weak  brain. 
With  Spring  here  the  worm  might 
turn,  so  Jeanne  please  do  be  careful — 
we  wouldn't  want  a  perfect  record 
marred. 

Then — ]une  Cepe\,  who  is  rated  at 
the  present  time  very  near  the  top  when 
it  comes  to  having  a  "line."  At  pres- 
ent, Grant  Anderson,  Beta's  pride  is 
likely  to  become  ensnared  in  said  line. 
We  hope  you  do,  Grant,  cause  let  it 
never  be  said  a  Beta  couldn't  bat  in  a 
Phi  Gam's  House  (or  is  it  a  Phi  Gam 
House.?.?) 


FOR  MEN  ONLY:  Do  you  or  do 
you  not  rate  at  the  Theta  House.?.? 
(We  don't).  The  Theta  Progress  Chart 
is  the  means  whereby  the  girls  rate  the 
fellows  and  incidentally,  how  the  girls 
rate  themselves.  How  it  works: 

For  stealing  him  from  a  Kappa  (Not 
likely) Reward  is  2  stars 

For    ten    dates    with    one    and    same 
fellow Reward  is  i  star 

For  Parting  him  from  his  pin  (Sucker) 
Reward  is  i  star 

For  Crashing  his  formal 

Reward  is  i  star 

For  Each  year  of  steady  dating 

Reward  is  i  star 


Upon  Marriage 


Reward  is  i  star 


For   each   new   "Babsie-Wabsie"   (2nd 
Mistake) Reward  is  i  star 

{We  understand  someone  in  the  tribe 
has  one  star  on  this  last  item). 
If  you  fellows  want  to  find  out  how 
many  stars  you  have  caused  see  Prexy 
Burnham.  P.  S.:  We  know  several 
boys  who  would  like  to  help  some  of 
the  girls  win  the  race.  You  guess  who 
and  how. 

Jim  Delano  was  telling  himself  how 
many  term  papers  he  had  to  complete 
during  vacation  so  he  could  stay  here 
and   amuse   Chuckle   Thomas. 

And  during  that  same  vacation.  Bud 
Schoup  hung  a  Phi  Psi  sweetheart  pin 
on  Joyce  Wright.  Joyce  appears  to  be 
the  only  frosh  so  honored  (.?). 

It  seems  the  Engineering  boys  were 
going  to  work  Al  Michaelis  up  to  a 
high  pitch  as  "big  chump"  and  then  at 


the  last  minute  drop  him  easily  by  in- 
serting 500  votes  for  his  opponent.  Mi- 
chaelis got  word  o|  the  dirty  plot  and 
although  the  votes  were  cast  Friday  af- 
ternoon, they  were  never  counted.  Rea- 
son: Someone  stole  the  ballot  box  in 
which  said  votes  were  cast.  Question: 
Where  was  Michaelis  at  the  time  afore- 
mentioned box  was  "borrowed."  Some 
people  will  stoop  low  for  publicity. 

As  for  Florence  Spraf^a,  we  see  her 
sister,  Dorothy,  ex-AOPi  is  getting 
married,  but  she  hasn't  anything  on 
Flo  'cause  we  understand  that  a  Phi 
Psi  frosh  has  ceased  worrying  about 
Florence.  He  says,  "Flo  and  I  are  prac- 
tically hooked  now!"  (However,  she 
certainly  gets  a  lot  of  phone  calls  to  be 
a  hooked  gel.  How  about  it,  Ed  Bar- 
sumian?)  Incidentally  the  AOPi's  are 
thinking  of  removing  Cam{Eyes)Jerni  - 
gan  and  Jane  {Chubby)  Hennessey  out 
of  their  house  where  the  two  Thetas 
reside.  It  seems  that  phone  calls  for 
theses  two  have  about  worn  out  all  the 
AOPi  frosh. 

Eloise  Chase,  Keppa  beaut',  certainly 
isn't  staying  home  nights.  (Wish  my 
old  man  owned  a  coffee  company). 
Upon  interviewing  Eloise  on  the  ques- 
tion of  seven  dates  a  week,  she  replied 
that  she  would  have  nine  dates  a  week 
only  she  couldn't  find  two  more  who 
wouldn't  mind  playing  eighth  and 
ninth  fiddle.  Incidentally  her  daughter, 
Ronnie  {Harpo)  O'Neil  is  doing  her 
best  to  follow  in  Chase's  footsteps — 
for  reference,  see  Harry  Lee  Houston, 
Phi  Gam,  and  a  couple  of  Betas  who 
requested  their  names  be  withheld. 

Betty  Forch,  Gamma  Phi,  makes  up 
her  mind  that  in  the  Spring,  a  young 
man's  fancy  should  turn  to  wooing  and 
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as  no  one  can  "pitch  it"  like  her  old 
buddy,  Chubby  Ray  Artabasy,  she  pre- 
ceeds  to  explain  why  he  should  be  the 

man.     Ray's  answer ,  well,  just 

look  in  front  of  the  Gamma  Phi  hut 
tonight  and  the  odds  are  betting  on  Ray 
to  pull  up  in  his  new  yellow  Phaeton. 

The  Sally  Coo\-Hal  Logan  affair  is 
just  an  echo  in  the  valley.  Cookie 
seems  to  be  very  much  interested  in  an 
Alpha  Delt.  In  that  same  vicinity,  ]anet 
Powers  has  returned  Bill  Phelps'  Phi 
Gam  pin.  The  love  interest  is  still 
there,  but  the  pin  is  not.  It  all  seems  to 
go  back  to  the  parents'  disapproving 
of  Janet's  wearing  any  pin  beside  her 
Alpha  Phi  insignia. 

Dot  Paynter  finally  got  wise  and 
quit  going  steady  with  Dick  Packard, 
Sigma  Chi  just  before  spring  vacation. 
When  she  got  home,  Reid  Babcock, 
whose  Phi  Delt  pin  she  had  last  year, 
had  sent  her  his  picture  from  Penn- 
sylvania (which  has  now  replaced 
Dick's  on  her  dresser).  He  is  planning 
to  return  to  NU  next  year  and  has  even 
taken  up  golf  to  win  back  Dot's  af- 
fection. 

Betty  Junod,  TriDelt,  and  Ted  Sidall, 
DU  are  hoping  for  a  little  spring  wea- 
ther. After  all,  Spring  is  short  at  the 
best  and  June  says  she  under  - 
stands  that  love  just  thrives  in  those 
cool  evenings.  Incidentally  the  DU 
house  ought  to  be  closed  for  not  hav- 
ing a  Tea  Shop  license.  They  have  tea 
every  Sunday  afternoon  and  one  on 
every  other  Friday.  From  the  looks  of 
a  crowd  after  an  evening  spent  "tea- 
ing,"  we  wonder  if  the  license  shouldn't 
be  applied  for  at  the  Hard  Drinks 
Bureau. 

]ane  Fay,  GammaFite,  was  seen  re- 
cently at  the  Senior  Ball — swell  dance, 
Seniors!  —  with  none  other  than  Ed 
Van  Dyne,  known  for  his  choice  of  li- 
quids, speaking  ability  (Remember  UH 
steps),  stories  of  Africa,  as  a  general 
good  fellow,  and  as  a  leader  of  worth- 
while projects  at  the  Phi  Psi  house. 
(We  should  say,  if  they  have  any 
worthwhile  projects  over  there  other 
than  trying  to  keep  Bill  Ncimann  from 
hanging  his  pin. 


But  for  a  real  house,  look  at  the  Pi 
Phis.  If  you  want  a  gel  for  looks,  you 
won't  have  to  go  far.  In  the  way  of 
brunettes,  there  is  Ginny  Punton,  Phil 
Thompson  (How  do  you  stand. 
Bill  "Wiseciac/("  Hoisting — you  know, 
the  Sigma  Nu.')— then  blondes,  there's 
always  their  pride,  Rita  Pool  or  Ruth 
"Won't  Tal{"  Kvite^.  If  you  want  to 
have  a  good  all  round  date,  they  have 
none  other  than  June  "Del-Rio"  Clark. 
When  it  comes  to  dancing,  Georgianne 
Rundall  is  hard  to  beat  —  ask  a 
certain  Lamda  Chi,  who  incidentallt 
has  just  announced  his  engagement  to 
Virginia  ("Vice-Pres.")  Dawes. 

Inimitable  Carolyn  Barr  is  giving 
her  annual  speeches  to  younger  boys  on 
"What  Girls  Like."  NU  men  should 
find  out  from  Cruice  and  if  he  doesn't 
know  ask  ]oan  Mili\an:  "In  my  two 
brief  years  at  Northwestern  show  me  a 
man  I  can't  handle."  (For  proof,  look 
at  Greg  Hac\ler.  He'll  never  be  the 
same.  Thank  God!!). 

Eileen  Gilmore  injured  herself  in  an 
auto  accident  and  convalesced  for  six 
weeks  during  which  time  she  had  more 
dates  than  she  can  handle.  Moral:  Go 
out  and  smash  up  a  $1000  car  and  pray 
that  you  bust  a  limb.  Result:  More 
dates  than  you  knew  existed.  Reason: 
Convalescents  can't  dance  to  Good- 
man's swing  time  which  means  a  cheap 
date  at  the  show  or  playing  bridge. 
Eileen  says  the  next  fellow  that  asks 
her  to  play  bridge,  she  will — well,  any- 
how, she  just  won't  play. 

If  Coach  Waldorf  or  Dutch  Lonberg 
were  to  be  deprived  of  the  use  of  the 
boys  in  the  Sigma  Nu  Gym,  the 
University  could  close  the  Patten  end 
of  the  Athletic  Department  and  tear 
down  the  stadium.  Orchids  to  these 
"BULLS"!!  However,  they  are  getting 
plenty  of  competition  from  their  neigh- 
bors, the  Wranglers.  If  these  two  tongs 
should  ever  clash,  we  hate  to  think  of 
what  would  happen  to  the  poor  Phi 
Gams,  wouldn't  you.'' 

We  understand  that  Chucl{  Carey 
really  wants  to  graduate  (Who  doesn't 
—Well,  Carey  didn't).  It  seems  now 
that    Chuck    must    graduate    or    Dad 


won't  hire  him.  So  it  all  seems  up  to 
Chuck  to  graduate  to  obtain  job  to 
lead  that  KKG  to  the  Altar. 

Rock  collecting  seems  to  be  the  latest 
occupation  of  Keppa's  Kay  Mayrand 
and  all  her  litde  helpers  are  the  boys 
she  is  haunting  to  help  her.  This  is  a 
new  version  of  the  old  time  lullaby, 
with  a  babe  rocking  the  boys  to,  any- 
thing but,  sleep. 

Al  hind  (Clark  Gable)  was  starring 
in  "Wife  {Cam  Jernigan)  vs.  Secre- 
tary {Bev  Corlett),  even  quoting 
Clark's  lines  to  Cam,  never  suspecting 
that  she  would  see  the  picture  the  next 
night.  Now  playing:  Cam  Jernigan 
starring  in  "Bill  for  Divorcement." 

Bob  Sundene  is  still  trying  to  sell 
Lois  Tuc\er  the  idea  of  wearing  his 
Phi  Gam  pin.  Evidently  she  doesn't  be- 
lieve in  putting  all  her  eggs  in  one  bas- 
ket, for  Phil  Doherty  is  still  on  her 
eligibility  list. 

Roger  and  Bunny  Tonlinson  are  so 
busy — each  keeping  the  other  guessing 
that  neither  knows  where  he  or  she 
stands.  And  /.  Hall  and  Swish  are  in 
for  a  dazzling  springtime  together  with 
track  meets  every  week  end. 

We  see  that  Shirley  Richardson  has 
Chip  Taylor's  Phi  Psi  pin  although  she 
has  always  said  she'd  never  take  one 
unless  it  meant  engagement.  The  for- 
eign menace,  Gladys,  left  on  Wednes- 
day, and  Chip  hung  his  pin  on  Shirl 
in  a  very  romantic  setting  on  Thursday. 
The  place  was  in  the  Theta  House, 
third  floor  in  Shirl's  room.  Chip  was 
playing  porter,  having  come  to  get 
Rich's  baggage,  but  it  looks  like  it 
turned  out  to  be  Post  OfEce.  He  then 
drove  her  to  Creston,  Iowa  for  Spring 
vacation  or  to  tell  the  folks — we  aren't 
sure. 

The  Great  Indoe  of  Sigma  Chi  fame 
and  popularity  has  at  last  switched  loy- 
alty— partially  at  leastt.  She's  back  in 
the  Empire  (Phi  Gam)  league.  A 
return  to  Freshman  days,  Alice.'' 

Ken  Merrill  seems  to  have  a  double 
interest  in  the  Alpha  Phi  hotel.  He's 
been  dividing  his  time  rather  success- 
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fully  between  ]ean  Everhait  and  Mary 
G.  Faubscher.  They  say  gentlemen  pre- 
fer blondes,  but  Ken  obviously  dosen't 
have  any  preference. 

Bonnie  Donahue  was  so  elated  when 
she  found  out  Don  Briggs  was  going  to 
White  Sulphur  Springs  for  three  weeks 
and  ]ay  Kertz  (Delt)  was  coming  to 
Chicago  for  a  fortnight  also.  The  only 
hitch  came  when  Don  arrived  in  Chi- 
cago a  week  early. 

Larry  Vance  seems  to  be  acquiring 
a  Rogues'  Gallery  according  to  Rumor. 
Easter  Vacation — short  as  it  was — gave 
her  enough  time  to  collect  the  largest 
of  the  group.  Do  they  rate  with  you 
according  to  the  size  of  the  picture, 
Mery  Laura .'' 

Now,  my  dears,  that's  positively  all  I 
have  time  for  today — we  haven't  gone 
halfway  around  yet  —  but  then  these 
editors — just  this  one  definition  to  carry 
away  in  your  precocious  knobs:  A 
shoulder  strap  is  a  piece  of  ribbon  plac- 
ed so  as  to  keep  an  attraction  from  be- 
coming a  sensation — isn't  that  a  cau- 
tion! 


EVANSTON    BUSINESS    COLLEGE 


SUMMER  SCHOOL 

Industrial  Courses  for  University  Students  in 
Stenography,  Typewriting,  Secretarial  Training, 
and  other  Commercial  Branches. 


Enroll  any  Monday — Day  and  Evening  Classes 

Studio  Building 


WM,  H.  CALLOW       ,„,„  ^,  _ 

Principal  1713  Sherman  Avenue 


University  3004 


Stude:  "Is  this  ice  cream  pure.?" 
Waiter:    "As    pure    as    the    girl    of 
your  dreams." 

Stude:    "Gimme    package    of   cigar- 
ettes." — Sour   Mash. 


Mary   had  a  litde  lamb, 

A  lobster  and  some  prunes, 

A  glass  of  milk,  a  piece  of  pie, 

And   then   some  macaroons. 

It  made  the  naughty  waiters  grin 

To  see   her  order   so. 

And   when   they  carried   Mary   out 

Her  face  was  white  as  snow. 


-Aggievator. 


For    Your    Repairing     .     . 

Watches,    Clocks, 
Jewelry,     Optical 


LEE 

N  E  L  S  O  M 

1625  ORRINGTOW  AVENUE 
UWIversLty  0461 


Attendant:   Juice.?     Couple:   Veil,  So  Vot.? 
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Native  to  American  Tourist:  "Where  is  Goose  Sahib  Speaks  of?" 


WE  CHOOSE  TO  RUN 

(Continued  from  page  ii) 
A  general  restlessness  evidenced  by 
two  near  murders  in  the  back  of  the 
hall  and  an  unopened  can  of  tomatoes 
thrown  at  the  Chairman,  prevailed  as 
the  first  roll-call  began.  It  proceeded 
monotonously  and  was  accompanied 
by  increasing  unruliness  until  the  re- 
sult of  the  first  ballot  was  announced: 


Borah  201,  Roosevelt  260,  Landon  152, 
Hoover  12,  and  Our  Gene  419. 

A  frightful  rumpus  arose  immed- 
iately on  the  heels  of  this  announce- 
ment and  opened  War  threatened  be- 
tween the  Roosevelt  and  Talmadge 
factions  —  the  Georgians  drew  up  a 
line  and  dared  any  "Roosevelt  Sucker" 
to  spit  across  it.  At  this  critical  junc- 
ture,   Mr.    Hearst   and    Gov.    Landon 


were  seen  to  retire  precipitately,  the 
latter  removing  his  pajama  pants  as 
he  went  out  and  revealing  himself 
fully  dressed  underneath.  One  of  the 
Landon  delegates  immediately  jumped 
onto  a  chair  and  began  to  praise 
the  Kansas  Governor  as  a  man  who 
was  always  prepared  underneath.  With 
such  confusion  reigning  there  was  only 
one    thing    to    do    and    the   chairman 
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did  it.  He  declared  the  convention  in 
recess,  turned  out  the  lights  and  went 
home. 

When  the  weary  and  somewhat  des- 
perate delegates  reassembled  the  fol- 
lowing morning  there  was  an  air  of 
expectancy,  as  there  always  is,  and 
nothing  happened  at  all.  Four  more 
ballots  were  taken  with  the  results  as 
follows:  Borah  200,  Roosevelt  261, 
Landon  152,  Hoover  2,  and  Our  Gene 
418-1/3.  And  the  convention  recessed 
again. 

And  then  came  the  break.  Just  as 
sleep  was  beginning  to  overcome  ths 
marginal  man  and  to  befog  the  brains 
of  the  middle  class,  a  compelling  voice 
was  heard  from  the  back  of  the  hall 
speaking  with  the  authority  of  the 
.\lmighty.  "Peace,  brethren,  I  come 
to  assuage  your  woes  and  settle  your 
diflFerencts.  I  bring  you  the  panacea 
from  Heaven.  I  bring  you  the  plan 
conceived  by  one  of  the  Lord's  angels, 
late  of  this  earth,  Huey  P.  Long.  I  am 
authorized  to  say  that  the  God  Lord 
himself  approves  of  it.  I  say  to  you 
in  their  names,  'Share  the  Wealth.'  " 

And  thus  did  Rev.  Gerald  K.  Smith, 
right  hand  maiden  of  the  late  Louis- 
iana Senator,  come  to  the  convention. 
He  had  said  the  mystical  word  and 
as  he  was  escorted  to  the  platform  by 
new-found  enthusiastic  supporters  the 
stampede  was   already   underway. 

On  the  first  ballot  the  majority  was 
reached  and  Rev.  Gerald  K.  Smith  was 
nominated  for  the  Presidency  of  the 
U.  S.  Only  the  two  Hoover  men  dis- 
sented and  they  were  not  allowed  to 
hie  an  opinion. 

With  great  satisfaction  and  glee  the 
delegates  departed  —  here  indeed  had 
history  been  made;  here  had  Demo- 
cracy triumphed;  here  was  the  Savior's 
way! 

The  following  morning  on  the  36th 
page  of  the  Memphis  Daily  Triumph 
there  appeared  the  following  article: 
"Southwestern  University  Students 
last  night  completed  their  Mock  po- 
litical convention.  Mary  Jo  Barnacle 
suffered  a  cut  thumb  in  an  alterca- 
tion in  which  Horace  Boor,  son  of 
a  prominent  local  family,  participat- 
ed.     The    students    nominated    Rev. 
Gerald  K.  Smith  for  President." 
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1  "You  say  Edge- 
worth  Junior  gives 
you  more  smoke  for 
your  money?. .  How's 
that?" 

■£  "Smoke  it  all  the 
way  down.  Then 
you'll  get  the  econo- 
my angle." 

3  "Say  J ...  7  get  it! 
-  .  .  So  mild  you  can 
smoke  it  ALL  THE 
WAY  DOWN  TO  THE 
HEEL!" 


mB 


MAKE  your  tobacco  money  buy  all 
the  smoke  you  pay  for.  Smoke 
EDGEWORTH  JUNIOR,  the  new,  mild, 
free-burning  pipe  and  cigarette  to- 
bacco. Larus  &  Bro.  Co.,  Richmond, 
Va.    Tobacconists  since  1877. 


15^ 

A  TIN 


^Z^'"^"* 
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CORN  COB  PIPE  CLUB  OF  VIRGINIA  .  .  .  Crossroads 
fun,  music.  Wednesday  evenings  at  9:00  (E.S.T.)  over 
NBC  Blue  Network,  direct  from  RicbmoDd,  \a.  (Pacific 
Coast  stations— KFI,  KPO,  KOMO,  KGW,  KBQ.) 

"CCLLOPHANE"  WRAPPED 


GOOD  ALL  THE  WAY  DOWN  TO  THE  HEEL 
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NO  KlSSES,BOY  FRIEND,  T/LL YOU  KILL 

THAT  TOBACCO  BREATH   WIT«  A 

CRYST-0-M/NT   LIFE  SAVER 


Loving   Mother:   "And   how's   Anne  A  chap   was   making  a   call   on    his 

getting    along    with    her    singing    les-  fiancee   of   the   moment.  The   younger 

sons?"  brother  strolled   into   the  parlor   while 

German  Prof.:  "Ach!  I  Way  on  der  he  was   waiting,  so  he  inquired:   "Do 

white  keys,  I  blay  on  der  black  keys  you   know,   Bill,   whether   Betty   is   e.\- 

und  she  sings  on  der  cracks."    — Log.  pecting  me  or  not.?" 

"I  guess  she  must  be.  She's  upstairs 

▲  taking  the  pins   out  of  her  belt." 


A  young  lady  finding  herself  strand- 
ed in  a  small  town,  asked  an  old  man 
at  the  station  where  she  might  spend 
the  night. 

"There  ain't  no  hotel  here,"  he 
said,  "but  you  can  sleep  with  the 
station  agent." 

"Sir,  she  exclaimed,  "I'll  have  you 
know  I'm  a  lady." 

"That's  all  right,"  drawled  the  old 
man,  "so  is  the  station  agent." 

— The   Log. 


When  a  cow  gives  sour  milk,  does 
a  cowboy  call  it  a  dishonorable  dis- 
charge.? 


"What's  the  charge,  officer?" 
"Fragrancy,   sir.     He's   been   drink- 
ing perfume." 


STUDENTS! 
Bicycle  Time  is  Here 

WE 

•  RENT 

®  SELL  and 

•  REPAIR 

All  Makes  of  Bicycles 

e 

Open  Sundays  and  Evenings 

• 

E.  C.  BAILEY 

RANGER  SALES  AND 
SERVICE 

1706  DODGE  AVENUE 
UNIversity  6147 


HENDERSON 
BEAUTY    SHOP 

For  the  Glorification 
of  the 

Northwestern 
Co  -  Ed 

Look  Your  Best  for 

Northwestern' s    Social 

Functions 

Our  Prices  Are  Not  High 

But  Our  Work  is  Above 
Standard 

HENDERSON 
BEAUTY  SHOP 


526  Davis 


Uni.  2311 
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INTERFRATERNITY  BALL 

To 
JIM  HUNTER 

Much  Credit  for  Ability  and  Hard 

Work 

To 

AL  AYMOND 

Praise  for  Staging  a  Gala  Event 

HOTEL  KNICKERBOCKER 
Friday,  May  8,  1936 

By  GEORGE  B.  FRITZ 

At  11.30  p.  m.  on  May  5,  1934  Ted 
Weems  stopped  playing.  Dean  James 
Armstrong  was  to  be  called  on  for  a 
short  speech.  Somebody  stepped  for- 
ward to  introduce  him.  The  ballroom 
at  the  Evanston  Country  Club  was 
suddenly  hushed,  and  all  eyes  turned 
towards   the   platform. 

"Before  I  introduce  Dean  Arm- 
strong, let  me  introduce  the  first  an- 
nual Interfraternity  Ball,"  he  said. 
Then  he  added,  "The  first  Annual  In- 
terfraternity Ball." 

A  burst  of  applause  greeted  his  last 
phrase.  The  Dean  smiled  and  spoke 
into  the  microphone  before  him.  Ted 
Weems  began  again  and  the  ball  went 
on. 

Thus,  in  an  inauspicious  manner 
one  of  the  major  campus  social  func- 
tions was  started.  No  Ceremony.  No 
glamor.  Nothing    rorriantic. 

The  fraternity  men  were  not  start- 
ing a  dance,  they  started  an  institu- 
tion unbeknown  to  themselves.  In  1935 
Art  Hamman,  D.  U.,  and  Frank 
Neunuebel,  Delt,  led  the  parade,  with 
Isham  Jones  as  drum  major.  Under 
the    new    E.    C.    A.    ruling    the    dance 


was   held  at  the  Stevens  Hotel   in  the 
Loop. 

This  year  the  dance  is  to  be  car- 
ried to  new  heights  in  more  spacious 
quarters  in  the  Hotel  Knickerbocker. 
By  popular  request  Isham  Jones  is 
being  brought  back. 

This  year  the  Co-chairmen  Jim  Hun- 
ter, D.  U.,  and  Al  Aymond,  Theta  Xi, 
announce  a  new  place  for  the  Ball. 
After  inquiring  some  weeks  they  found 
that  the  main  criticism  of  School 
dances  was  the  lack  of  dancing  room. 
Consequently,  following  the  policy  of 
giving  fraternity  men  what  they  want, 
they  engaged  the  Grand  Ballroom  of 
the  Knickerbocker  hotel. 

The  committee  this  year  also  signed 
up  a  very  popular  Chicago  Band. 
Consistently,  however,  reports  kept 
coming  from  all  sides  about  having 
Isham  Jones  again  this  year.  Sev  Ga- 
vitt,  D.  U.,  summed  them  all  up  when 
he  said,  "Gosh,  we  could  never  get  a 
band  like  Isham  Jones  again."  What 
could  the  poor  co-chairmen  do.  A 
quick  trip  to  the  Music  Corporation  of 
America's  offices,  four  telephone  calls 
to  New  York  and  the  thing  was  set- 
tled. Jones  will  end  an  extensive  tour 
of  the  country  with  his  Northwestern 
engagement.  From  here  he  will  tra- 
vel to  the  famous  Palomar  Ballroom  to 
replace  Jimmy  Dorsey  for  the  summer 
season. 

So  the  Interfraternity  Ball  goes  on. 
Each  year  expanding  and  carrying  out 
the  activities  of  the  fraternity  men  at 
Northwestern,  Greek  Week  this  year 
has  progressed  far  too.  It  encompasses 
all  of  the  spring  functions  of  the  cam- 
pus. There  will  be  crowning  cere- 
monies and  Sorority  and  fraternity 
singing.  And  there  is  the  Interfra- 
ternity Ball  to  end  it  all,  coming  on 
Friday    night. 


MEED 
CMEATERS 


WILLIAM 

P. 
BARKER 

Optician 


708  Church  St.  Uni.  4440 

EVANSTON 


Telephone  UNIversity  5120 

SHERIDAN 
Cleaners  &  Tailors 

Cleaning  -  Dyeing 

Alterations 

Fur  Remodeling 

We  Call  and  Deliver 

1852  SHERMAN  AVENUE 
EVANSTON,  ILL. 


THE  PALMER  HOUSE 
ANNOUNCES 

GUY 
LOMBARDO 

in  the  famous 

EMPIRE  ROOM 

Beginning  May  30th 


30 


PURPLE      PARROT 


WE  can't  make  him 
'whisper 


NONSP!  "  THE  SAFE 
DEODORANT,  DOES  PROMISE 
YOU    LASTING    PROTECTION 

•  Once  he  speaks,  Nonspi  does  promise 
to  prevent  a  disaster  from  freezing  words 
of  endearment  on  his  lips.  Nonspi  is  a 
sure  andsafeanti-perspirantand  deodor- 
ant for  underarm-moisture  because : 

1.  Nonspi  has  been  pronounced  entirely 
safe  by  highest  medical  authority. 

2.  Nonspi  can  be  used  full  strength  by 
women  whose  delicate  skin  forces  them  to 
use  deodorants  half-strength,  with  only  half- 

■  way  results. 

3.  Nonspi  protection  lasts  from  two  to  five 
days . . .  and  you  can  depend  on  it. 

4.  Nonspi's  siphon-top  bottle  prevents  con- 
tamination. And  there^s  no  drippingo'r'Viaste 
with  this  patented  Nonspi  applicator. 

Remember  these  points  when  you're  buying  an 
anti-perspirant  and  deodorant.  Protect  your 
delicate  gowns  by  stopping  underarm  moisture 
effectively,  safely.  Insist  on  genuine  Nonspi  at 
drug  and  department  stores  in  the  U.S.A.  and 
Canada.  35c  and  60c. 


NONSPI 


WE'VE  MOVED  TO 

1569   SHERMAN   AVENUE 
SUITE  200 

(South   of  Davis   Street) 

The 

EVANSTON  LETTER 

SRVICE 

Corne  in  and  see  our  new 
Quarters 


Typing     Themes,     Theses, 

Manuscrips,   Letters 

Multigraphing, 

Mimeographinig,    Addressing 


FOR  ITS  RICHNESS   BUY 

Quality   Dairy's 

Pasteurized  Milk 

THE  CHILDREN'  LIKE  IT 


Phones  Us  Today 

UNI.  1110 


Independently  Owned, 
Operated 

Bottled  in  Evanston 


This  Being  the  last  Issue 
of  the  Year  of  this  splen- 
did Magazine 

"THE 
PURPLE  PARROT" 

I  Wish  to  Take  This  Op- 
portunity to  Express  My 
Most  Hearty  Thanks  to 
Each  and  Every  .One 
for  Your  Loyalty  and 
Consideration  to  Our 
Studio. 


EUGENE  L  RAY 

Officicd  Photographers 

for 

Northwestern  University 

Studio:  1606  Chicago  Avenue 
Evanston,  III. 


It  OWL . . . «  ten-strike! 

GENTLEMEN,  THIS  IS  RIGHT  DOWN  YOUR  ALLEY:  ...a  shaving 
soap  that  is  more  than  illusion,  a  soap  that  really  softens  your  beard 
...  a  fragrance  that's  a  miUion  miles  from  the  conventional  water- 
front barber-shop  smell  ...  a 
handsomely  turned  out  natural 
wood  bowl  that,  for  all  its  swank, 
contains  a  many  months'  supply 
of  lather,  at  the  economical  price 
of  $1.00. 

Fougere  Royale  After -Shaving  Lotion 

is  a  cocktail  for  your  face;  an  exhilarating 
pick-up ;  a  smoother  of  skins  and  a  soother  of 
razor  nicks;  an  unfailing  delight  to  your 
senses.  85c. 

Fougere  Royale  Talc  is  a  luxury  that  im- 
mediately becomes  a  necessity  to  the  man 
who  abhors  the  coquettish  odeurs  of  ordinary 
talcum.  Skin-tone,  natural  in  effect,  supreme 
in  quality.  55c. 

FOVGERU    ROYALE 


by    HOUBIGANT 


for  wnen 


.  .  .  RENT  A  .  .  . 
BICYCLE 

Join  the 

RHYTM 
Cycle    Club 

NOW! 

• 

Send  or  Call  for  FREE 

Membership  Card 

• 

Enjoy  Student 
Privileges! 

MAPLE  CYCLE 
SHOP 

1605  MAPLE  AVENUE 
GREenleaf  6315 


You  must  have  the  right 
Coiffure  to  wear  with 
your  new  spring 
clothes.  Let  our  expert 
operators  create  an  in- 
dividual hairdress  for 
you.  Specializing  in  all 
permanent  wazes  at 
popular  prices. 


COED  BEAUTY 
SPOT 

UNIV.  1120  GREEN  9437 

1736  SHERMAN  AVE. 
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This  ad  is  worth  fifty 
cents  to  you  if  you 
failed  to  subscribe  to 
the  1937  Syllabus  before 
the  price  went  up  on 
May  1 .  Bring  this  ad  to 
Lunt  8  and  get  your 
Syllabus.  The  Year- 
book will  be  out 

MAY    12 


RETORT 

{Continued  jrom  page  lo) 

You  surpass  yourself,  sir,  when  you 
describe  the  Brain  Trust  as  "a  miscel- 
laneous rabble  of  vapid  young  peda- 
gogues, out-of-work  YMCA  secretaries, 
3rd  rate  journalists,  briefless  lawyers 
and  soaring  chicken  farmers,"  but 
your  pointing  out  that  only  two.  mem- 
bers of  the  cabinet  are  included  in 
Who's  Who  raises  your  own  guillotine. 
Mr.  Mencken,  we  had  assumed  up  to 
this  point  that  since  your  article  was 
included  in  a  nationally  known  mag- 
azine that  you  must  be  of  some  con- 
sequence. Therefore,  when  rambling 
through  Who's  Who  to  verify  your 
above  statements  we  ran  across  your 
name,  we  were  justifiably  surprised 
to  learn  that  you  had  done  nothing 
more  to  gain  your  place  than  to  be 
educated  in  a  private  school  and  write 
such  attractively  named  Classics  as 
"Book  of  Burlesques"  and  "Dam — 
a  Book  of  Calumny."  And  yet,  we 
cannot  doubt  the  venerableness,  Mr. 
Mencken,  of  this  utter,  utter  index,  nor 
that  we  cannot  be  acceptable  to  the 
Almighty  unless  we  are  included  in  the 
earthly  edition  of  St.  Peter's  Book 
which  is  edited  by  a  neighbor  of  ours 
here  on  the  North  Shore  and  is  dis- 
tributed from  the  West  side  of  Chi- 
cago. 

Let  me  congratulate  you,  Mr.  Men- 
cken, on  the  single  trait  of  any  dis- 
tinction which  the  article  possesses:  its 
consistency — at  least  you  keep  up  your 
plaintive  wail  to  the  bitter  end.  As 
you  started  with  Dr.  Roosevelt  so  you 
conclude  by  pointing  out  his  strongest 
conviction  which  you  profess  is  "that 
every  man  who  works  hard,  husbands 
his  money  and  leaves  some  heritage  to 
his  children  is  a  low  and  unmitigated 
scoundrel  for  whom  there  is  no  rights 
in  Law  or  Equity."  As  unalterable 
proof  of  his  worth  as  a  politician  you 
prophesy  that  "if  a  majority  of  the 
voters  might  be  won  by  declaring  for 
Cannibalism,  he  would  begin  fatten- 
ing a  missionary  in  the  backyard  of 
the  White   House,  come  Wednesday." 


And  I  will  declare,  rightly  so!  The 
president  as  representative  of  the  Peo- 
ple should  always  be  solicitous  after 
their  opinions.  I  might  add  that  there 
is  some  danger  of  Christian  citizens 
turning  to  Cannibalism  if  you  and 
your  head-hunting  crew  continue  to 
roam  the  land. 

Do  you  recall  all  that  I  have  tried 
to  help  you  remember,  Mr.  Mencken? 
Can  you,  too,  find  any  comfort  in  my 
text  wherein  the  Lord  has  excused  you 
and  your  breed.''  I  know  that  you  are 
all  out  of  wind,  Mr.  Mencken,  and  I 
am  sure  that  your  thesaurus  of  vindic- 
tive terms  is  worth  down  to  a  frazzle 
and  a  nubbin'.  And  soon  I  am  sure 
you  will  rest. 

We,  in  the  West,  are  well  acquaint- 
ed with  the  treatment  that  is  accorded 
the  few  hard-headed  and  stubborn 
jackasses  who  are  never  capable  of 
taking  the  saddle  and  cooperating  for 
the  good  of  the  Whole — they  are  al- 
lowed to  rip,  buck,  backswash  and 
wiggle  until  they  bash  out  their  drivel 
of  a  brain  or  t'hey  are  turned  back 
onto  the  poor  range  from  which  they 
derived  their  bloated  livers  to  fatten 
their  little  bellies  among  the  snakes, 
buzzards  and  coyotes.  We  are  satis- 
fied, therefore,  to  let  you  rip,  Mr.  Men- 
cken, aware  that  you  will  bring  your 
pinhead  career  to  an  end  or  will  soon 
be  turned  out  to  graze,  unregarding 
and  unregarded,  with  your  own  kind. 


When  the  roll  is  called  up  yonder 
— what'sre  we  gonna  dunk  in  our 
coffee.? 


ENGINEER'S   WHISKEY   TEST 

Connect  20,000  volts  across  a  pint. 
If  the  current  jumps  it,  the  product 
is   poor. 

If  the  current  causes  a  precipitation 
of  lye,  tin,  arsenic,  iron  slag  and  alum, 
the  whiskey  is  fair. 

If  the  liquor  chases  the  current  back 
to  the  generator,  you've  got  good 
whiskey.  — Pelican. 


Shoppincf  in  QuQ<dIev  House  ^^^^' '°  ^'^^"  '~°'^^"  ^'"^'  ^"^^  ^^°"'  '^°'^"  '^""^'^'  '^^°'^^ 


Carroll   and   Oliver  Townscnd  —  Nonhweslern   University 


Also  Quadley  House 

Hats,  Shoes 

and  Haheidashery 


jfincfjlep 


W^  of  JfincJjlej)  Cf)icaso 


The  new  Spring  assortment  of  trimly  cut  and  splendidly  tailored 
Quadley  House  garments  will  appeal  tremendously  to  young  men 
who  wish  to  pay  a  modest  price  for  clothes  which  embrace  cor- 
rectness, character,  originality  and  excellence.  Smart  plain  effects 
as  well  ais  colorful  stripes  and  overplaids  in  tweeds,  unfinished 
worsteds  and  English  type  cheviots.  Very  interesting  and  exceptional 
suits  and  topcoats  in  every  particular,  and  only  one  low  price. 


SPORTS,    CAMPUS    AND    BUSINESS    SUITS 
TWEED   AND   CAMEL'S    HAIR    TOPCOATS 

TWEED   SPORTS   JACKETS   $15      SLACKS   $8 


$ 
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19  E.  Jackson  Blvd.,  Chicago 


564  Fifth  Avenue,  New  York 


Ad  No.  90 


Think  how  our  nervous,  howre'erway   r^  ^ 
of  living  affects  DIGESTION!  WJ^ 


Smoking  Camels  assists  digestion  to  proceed  normally 
and  promotes  well-being  and  good  feeling 

We  live  in  high  gear!  All  too  often  the  rush  and  tension 
play  havoc  with  nerves  and  the  digestive  system.  How  can 
one  offset  the  effeas  of  modern  living — that's  the  problem! 
Here  is  an  interesting,  established  fact:  Smoking  Camels  has 
been  found  a  definite  benefit  in  promoting  natural  digestive  action. 
Camels  are  supremely  mild — never  get  on  the  nerves. 
Enjoy  Camels  as  much  as  you  like... for  their  good  cheer 
and  "lift". ..for  their  rare  and  delicate  flavor!  Smoke  Camel's 

sake — they  set  you  right! 


costlier  tobaccos  for  digestion's 


Copyn'eht,  1936,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co. .  Winston-Salei 


fte 


A 


FEEDS  THOU- 
SANDS. Miss  Lenora 
Flinn,  dietitian,  says:  "I 
smoke  Camels.  Smoking 
Camels  during  meals 
and  after  aids  digestion." 


"I  EAT  IN  30  minutes 
— and  a  riveter  can't  be 
walking  around  with  in- 
digestion," says  Harry 
Fisher."SmokingCamels 
helps  my  digestion." 


C-i 


tobaccos! 


Camels  are  made  from 
finer,  MORE  EXPENSIVE 
TOBACCOS-Turkish 
and  Domestic  —  than  any 
other  popular  brand. 


^cz 


THE  TERRACED  MARINE  DINING  ROOM  of  the  Edgewater 
Beach  Hotel  on  Chicago's  famous  "Gold  Coast."  Those  who  dine 
on  tempting  foods  ...  at  leisure . . .  with  music . . .  and  gay  companion- 
ship . . .  also  appreciate  Camels  for  their  aid  to  digestion.  Camels 
make  food  taste  better — help  you  to  enjoy  it  more.  "Good  times  and 
good  tobacco  go  together,"  says  Fred, 
maitre  d'hotel  of  the  Marine  Dining 
Room,  favorite  rendezvous  of  Chicago's 
exclusive  set.  "Here,  where  fine  foods  are 
^^    ^?^^^«  prepared  and  served  for  those  who  like 

Jmllt*       iHf  the  best — so  many  of  our  guests  smoke 

^*^  Camels.  They  are  immensely  popular." 


S/M4Pj 


'fAeLMmjeu 


